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VOLUME I. 


More bleſſed far, on truth's approving plan, 

To rank an honeſt, plain, good-natur*'d man 
Than ſhare thoſe honours, which the ampleſt fame 5 
Connects with a mere literary name, 
AN ox. 
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AUTHOR's FATHE?Z 


Honoured SIR, 
Ir I am to follow the dictates of 


Nature; if I am to act under the im- 
preſſions of duty, or gratitude ; if I 
am to be influenced by the ſuggeſtions 
of my own heart, and not pay an im- 
plicit obedience to your inclination in 
the only inſtance where it may be diſ- 
penſed with; I am under the necetiity, 
to me the agrecable neceſſity, of place 
ing your name before all others at 
the head of theſe volumes ; written, as 
you know, at an early period, when 
the heart is more forward to ſuggeſt, 
than the head is furniſhed to dictate. — 
To you as a parent I owe my being ; 
as a guardian, protector, example, and 
inſtructor, my health, education, prin- 
a 2 


See 


i} DEDICATION. 


ciples, and cliaracter: my proſpects in 
this world, and the rational founda- 
tion of my hopes with regard to the 
next. Who elſe can challenge the 
obligations connected with favours fo 
extenſive, ſo important, and intereſt- 
ing? None; while Reaſon remains 
capable of perceiving the value and 
propriety of things, or the Heart of 
feeling their influence. 

I might have dedicated theſe vo- 
lumes to the great, the opulent, or the 
powerful; and thus have gratiſied my 
ambition, perhaps promoted my in- 
tereſt: but then, in proportion as 
I flattered them, I might have in- 
jured the ſacred rights of Truth, 
and offered an inſult to Virtue. —He 
who is placed amid the eaſe and ſplen- 
dour of riches, at the ſame time de- 
void of underſtanding, feeling, ſen- 
timent, and morality, ſhould ſeem 
to reſemble the aſs (however un- 
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couth the compariſon) gorgeouſly be- 
decked with flowers and ribands, 
or the dunghill overſpread with roſes 
and carnations : the aſs the much more 
conſiſtent animal of the two, who, load- 
ed with ſo many ornaments, would even 
plod on in his own natural, eaſy way, 
while his leſs ſenſible brother would 
ſwell with vanity and affectation. In 
truth, men, who are ennobled with 
titles, or dignified with poſts of ho- 
nour and power, without thoſe qua- 
lifications, thoſe accompliſhments, 
thoſe acquiſitions of knowledge, taſte, 
learning, and urbanity, which, while 
they excite the admiration of man- 
kind, tend to rivet their eſteem alſo; 
are ſurely the moſt deſpicable of 
mortals, the moſt worthy of con- 
tempt; unleſs we except the mean, 
the ſordid, the illiberal author, who 
ſtoops to flatter ſuch men, or intereſt 


their paltry favour in his behalf. For 
8 3 
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my own part, when I fee a perſon ig- 
norant and unlettered, equally deſtitute 
of principles and talents, riding in his 
coach and fix, attended by his ſer- 
vants, and uſhered in, where-ever he 
goes, with unmeaning pomp and ce- 
remony ; I cannot help looking upon. 
the tawdry ruſtic at the plough as a 
much more noble and uſeful being: 
but when I reflect on the difingenuity 
and obſequiouſneſs of a writer, who 
pays his mercenary court to ſuch a re- 
preſentative of mere exteriour great- 
neſs, methinks he difcovers a mean- 
neſs which even the latter might bluſh 
to be deteſted in; and betrays a 
wretchedneſs of ſpirit, which only the 
former would behold without indig- 
nation, as being entirely congenial 
with his own. The man endow- 
ed with benevolent diſpoſitions, with 
good- nature and humanity, ſenſi- 
bility and candour, with innocence 
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and integrity of manners, fervour 
and ſimplicity in his devotions ; diſtin- 
guiſhed by a mind ſtored with uſeful 
knowledge, but more fo by a heart o- 
verflowing with goodneſs ; he, though 
haply unſurrounded with affluence and 
luxury, nay, even depreſſed in his cir- 
cumſtances, alone deſerves true eſteem ; 
he alone lives with real honour, and 
dies — with more than ths boaſted 
magnanimity .nd compoſure of a 
CaTo—dies like a CHRISTIAN. 
Were I not your Son, I inight with 
great juſtneſs apply this amiable cha- 
racter to you; and you, were you 
not ſuch a Father, might believe it. 
But to avoid alarming your apprehen- 
ſions, or offending your delicacy, by 
enlarging further a dedication equally 
unexpected and undefired ; I ſhall con- 
clude with taking the liberty of pay- 
ing myſelf a compliment next ; that, 
however dependent in my fortune, or 
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external ſituation, I at leaſt, by de- 
dicating theſe volumes to you, a- 
fpire to a diſintereſtedneſs and indepen- 
dence of ſpirit; which, I hope, will 
on all occaſions influence him who is, 
with reſpect and vencration, 


Honoured SIR, 


Your dutiful and 


affectionate Son, 


W. STEVENSON, 


dochockorhortantodhaetarhoche bend: So 
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HE pieces that compoſe the following 
ſheets, moſt of them written at a juvenile 
period of life, will, I perſuade myſelf, afford 
"the reader of leiſure and curioſity, at leaſt, an 
innocent entertainment. if they ſhall likewiſe 
engage the attention of thoſe whom taſte and 
ſentiment diſtinguiſh from the multitude, my 
deſign in publiſhing them will be fully anſwer- 
ed, and my higheſt ambition gratified. I urge 
no flattering advice, no irreſiſtible importunity 
of friends, as an apology for the preſent publi- 
cation; no delicate, no critical combination of 
circumſtances, unleſs one particular may be 
ſuppoſed to imply them all, viz. ſeveral copies 
of verſes having crept abroad into the world 
very incorrect, whereby my appzaring pro- 
feſſedly as an author, is but an attempt, cer- 
tainly an excuſable one, to ſet myſelf right 
with the public. in ſhort, if I am to ſuffer 
from the critic on this account, all the thunder 
of his cenſure muſt fall upon my own head, 
without reſerve or mitigation, Si ex levitate 
proceſlerit, contemnen dum; fr ab ini aria, remi ttendum. 
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Such being my principal motive for beco- 
ming author (however the execution may 
fall ſhort of my intentions) if, upon a candid 
examination, any of the ſubjects of the follow- 
ing poems ſhall be found inconſiſtent with ſuch 
a deſign, or any paſſages leſs correct or anima- 
ted than is neceſſary to enſure ſucceſs to ſuch 
an undertaking; I will thankfully acknowledge 
the judicious critic's reprchenſtons, confeſs ho- 
neſtly my miſtakes, and — to the extent of my 
abilities, alter and rectify them, in the firſt 
ſubſequent impreſſion, if they ſhall ever be 
honoured with another. This degree of in- 
genuity, I am inclined to think, ſhould in- 
fluence all writers with regard to the Public, 
to whom, in ſome meaſure, they are accounta- 
ble, not only for their ſentiments and opinions, 
but for their modes of expreſſion alſo. The 
Public have Immortality ia their diſpoſal, which 
they rarely fail beſtowing on authors of ap- 
proved excellence ; to others of an oppoſite 
character, they are inveſted with the egregious 
privilege of — ſinking them into forgetfulneſs 
at once, the greateſt compliment that can 
be paid them, To the ump'res therefore of 
our fate, we are doubtleſs under the engage- 
ments of duty, and juſtice. 

With reſpect to a perſon of my profeſſion, 
which ſcems to involve in it a certain precilc - 
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neſs, and ſolemnity, indulging himſelf in ſuch 
ſtudies as theſe, I may urge, not impertinent- 
ly. the example of two eminent men of the laſt 
age, the Doctors (Sir SAMUEL) GARTH and 
ARMSTRONG, who ſupported the double cha- 
racter of Phyſician and Poet with equal dig- 
nity and ſucceſs; not to mention ſome others, 
now living, of great reputation in both capa- 
citics, However, the truth is, an apology here 
is altogether unneceſſary, as a bad performance 
can never pretend to preſerve itſelf from con- 
tempt, by any conſideration of this kind, and a 
good one will make its way to the favour of 
the public, under every difadvantage of a mere 
adventitious or extrinſic nature. 

The common fault of young authors ſeems 
to be diffuſiveneſs or redundancy, and the on- 
ly cure for it is, together with age, an exten- 
five and critical acquaintance with the beſt 
writers. This luſus verborum, if it may be ſo de- 
nominated, is natural enough at a time when 
our knowledge of propricty, as well as of 
ourſelves, is extremely imperfect ; when the 
ear is captivated by the ſwell or cadence of an 
expreſſion, rather than the heart intereſted by 
the juſtneſs or beauty of the ſentiment ; and 
when we have not as yet learned the ineſti- 
mable ar: of letting, of more importance to 
an author, than the philoſonher's tone, or 
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the univerſal catholicon. I have been all al 
ſolicitous to avoid this, I had almoſt ſaid, con- 
ſtitutional errour; yet, notwithſtanding all 
my pains, poſſibly I may be till * to ani» 
madverſion on this head. 

The reader may here imagine, by my ma- 
king ſo many conceflions, and diſqualifying 
myſelf ſo much for the taſk I have underta- 
ken, that I want that ſpirit, that air of digni- 
ty, which diſtinguiſhes every writer poſſeſſed 
of ſuperiour talents, and who depends merely 
on his own genius for his ſucceſs in the world. 
Inſtead of endeavouring to invalidate the 
force of this remark, I ſhall venture to incur 
further cenſure, by acknowledging myſelf 
chargeable alſo, in this reſpect, wich a high 
degree of ſelfiſhneſs. He that aſſumes but 
little, and is moderate in his expectations, 
will be always agreeably diſappointed in every 
inſtance of commendation he may meet with; 
whereas the man who is ſanguine and confident, 
in the mildeſt and moſt liberal ſtrictures, will 
receive a poſitive and laſting mortiũcation. 

It has been often, and juſtly, remarked, how 
impoſſible it is, in a miſcellaneous collection, to 
preſerve an equality in the merit of the ſeve- 
ral pieces, unleſs we except that eaſily-preſer- 
ved one, of mediocrity. I he various and di · 
ſtant periods of their compoſition, the differ · 
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ent ſtate of the writer's mind, and the diver- 
ſity in the nature of the ſubjects themſelves, a- 
mong other conſiderations, are alleged ſuffi- 
cient to account for this. With regard to the 
author, the juſtice of the above remark is ſuf- 
ficiently obvious. Nor is the temper and hu- 
mour of the reader himſelf, as often as he f. 
down to criticiſe a performance, leſs ſubject 
variation. Beauties and blemiſhes ſtrike h 
not probably in any nice proportion to » 
they are intrinſically in themſelves, b. 
cording to the predominant diſpoſi: n, 
favourite mode of thinking, for the u.... 

We might from hence not only conclu. , 
with great juſtice, that the ove is entitled to 
apology, but that the other ſhould likewiſe, . 
all times, diſcover thegimoſt candour and le- 
nity in his ſtrictures, : 

Were 1 authoriſed to dictate to the critic, 
and preſcribe when he ſhould put on his ſpec 
tacles, and eſtimate the merit or demerit 0 
my book, after dinner ſhould be the precc 
period, when the mind has been (perhaps) de- 
lighted and amuſed with agreeable company, 
and gently clevated with a glaſs of generous 
liquor. — But, not to treat the ſubject too 
lightly, 

Authors whoſe productions have the unenvied 


; haraCteriitic of doing no harm, may, at leaſt, 
\ oi. I. L 
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lay claim to a negative praiſe. Nor am TI diſ- 
inclined to think, that the ſuffrage of a few 
thus, as it were, paſſively obtained, is greatly 
preferable to the moſt brilliant and extended 
reputation, merely on account of our literary 
merit as writers, without regard to our opi- 
nions and principles as philoſophers, or Chri- 
ſtians. What avails it to ſurvive the devaſta- 
tions of time in a few pompous letters ſtruck 
out on a tomb-ſtone, when alas ! the unhap- 
py influence of our writings lives alſo in ſome- 
thing far different from the unanimated mar- 
ble —in the hearts of thouſands ! This exemp- 
tion from oblivion is nothing better than 
mockery and diſgrace, ſerving only to pro- 
claim how deſpicable the art of the ſculptor, 
and how cruel, not to ſuffer us to die and be 
forgot! Fame, independent of virtue, is a 
ſhadow without a ſubſtance, and ſubtracts 
much more from us as men, than it ſupplics 
us with as authors. Who would not rather, 
by offering a rational amuſement, to fill up 
the vacancies of a liſtleſs and unoccupied hour, 

ſo far inſtrumental in preſerving mankind 
from idleneſs, and its inevitable conſequence, 
temptation, thin for the paltry acquiſition 
of being conſidered a fine writer (a ſtrange 
perverſion of the term) to ſeduce his reader in- 
to the perplexing labyrinths of errour, or che 
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deſtructive paths of vice? For my own part, 
if permitted to declare my opinion, 1 would 
much rather deſerve the reſpectable character 
of being inoffenſive in my writings, with the 
ſmalleſt proportion of fame imaginable, than 
enjoy the immortality of a LucRET1us, or a 
BoLIxGEROKE, with the afflicting conſciouſ- 
neis (for a conſciouſneſs will ſome time or other 
occur) of having exhivited ethics, or philoſo— 

phy, in improper attitudes, embarraticd the 
underſtanding of mankind, or corrupted the 
principles of the heart. | 


He merits fume, who writes en Viitues tlant 
3 * 


The friend of Virtue, is whe friend of man. 


But it may be expected I ſhould offer {viitt: 
excuſe for admitting into the following pon; 
ſo many reflections of dry and unfathionall: 
morality. Nor would I diſappoint my reader; 
in an expectation they may think well found- 
ed, were I convinced that Amuſement and In- 
ſtruction are inconſiſtent with one another, 
It is indeed a matter of great difficulty, thougli 
of ſingular importance, to blend them ſo hap 
pily together, as, on the one hand, to avoid 
Cynic moroſencſs, and on the other a ſenſc- 
leſs flippant levity. Eut, ſuppoſing I have of- 
tended the reader in this particular, am | not 


zaſtiſſed by the avthority of the painter who *- 
MN 3 
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allowed to introduce ſhades into his portrait, 
or landſcape, in order that the principal fi- 
gures, or attitudes, may appear to greater ad- 
vantage, otherwiſe perhaps eſſentially defective 
in propristy and elegance. But after all, let it 
be remembered, that the ultimate end of every 
writer, of whatever denomination, ſhould be 
to inſtruct or improve his reader, not merely 
to captivate his fancy, or gratify his taſte; as 
the agreeable, in the real nature of things, has 
no merit whatſoever independent of its being 
the vehicle of the 2 ul. 

ladulged with the aſſurance of having, in 
ſome meaſure, ſucceeded in this particular, 
1 ſhall not regret my expenditure of time 
in compoling the following eflays. Whether 
they juſt reach mediocrity, riſe above it, or 
fink below, muſt be ſubmitted to the teſt of 
candid criticiſm. tiorx ct indeed ſays ad- 
mirably, and every one muſt acquielce in the 
judgment he pronounces, 


mediocrilus efſe poets 
Non hemines, non di, nan conceſſcre calumnæ. 


But as taſte is infinite, aud every one is poſſeſſed 
of a criterion in his own bolom, which, with 
regard to himſelf, may be accounted infallible, 
perhaps, what one fet of critics condemn, 
without mercy, another may as heartily com- 
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mend. Nevertheleſs, it muſt be acknow'ed- 
ged, that, to the firſt or higheſt claſs of read: rs, 
there is certainly an eftabliſhed and immutable 
ſtandard, that is, ſo far as regards the heart, 
or feeling, which no climate, fathion, or au- 
thority can influence, or modify, as it is origi- 
nally independent of them all, and antecedent 
to every rule of criticiim. Happy the writer, 
and his character much to be envied, who 
while he does honour to the illuſtrious cauſe 
of Religion and Morality, at the ſame time 
is qualified to entertain the reader of refine- 
ment, erudition, and ſenſibility! But it were 
preſumption to think that the volumes now of- 
fered to the public can procure their author 
a character not leſs amiable than uncommon. 
Faults indeed they may have innumerable, 
Beauties—but the reader is here left to form 
his own judgment. 


Sic ut quimus, quand? ut Valunus nen licer. 
C, | 
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OR, THE 


PROGRESS of SPRING, 


In SIX BOOKS. 
ADDRESSED TO 


The RERVEA EN 


Da EDWARD YOUNG, 


Diffugere nives ; redeunt jam gramina campis, 
Arboribuſque come : 

Mutat terra wices ; et decreſcentia ripes 
Flumiua prætereun:. Hos, 
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Subzett propoſed — Invication — Adarti te Dr 
Youns — Winter repreſented making his final exit 
from nature — Spring deliucated as a [erfon — 
Her dreſs and ornaments deſcribed — The hu 
banaman admonifhed to activity — What revelu- 
tions in the affairs of If: attend the approach of 
Spring — Their diverſity in ſome particulars ſpeci- 
fied Conſervatory — Finegard — Angling — 
Hunting — Swallow's ſagacity — Mifer contraſt- 
ed with the ſeaſon — Dancing of ſhepherds and 
ſhepherarfſes — Stateſman introduced — View of the 
ſhepherd tending his flock — The induſtry and æco- 
nemy of the Lees celebrated — Cautions to the fair 
fex — Advice in the choice of a huſband — Con- 
templation, Genius, and Science inſpired by the ſea 
fon — Early rifing recommended — FView of the cli- 
tory — Projpet of a painter drawing his landſcapes 
— Ardelia charateriſed — Panegyric on virtue, 
#1 the enlarger of our faculties, the improver of our 
taſte, and the only foundation of our happineſs — 


Surwey of the flower-garden — T he poet exhibited 


— Fancy invcked — Compariſon between Britain 
and other nations — Rural ſports — Apoſtrephe to 
happineſs — Orchard deſcribed — Adareſi to Tina- 
gination — Encomium on independence — Love- 
feenes — Digreſſion on Britain and liberty — Poets 
entreated to ſing her wvittcrics = Evening ſcene == 
Sketch of night — Concluſion, — 
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OR, THE 


PROGRESS of SPRING. 


GOK. 


Parv is my theme, with her attendant throng, 
That to the covert or the plain belong ; 

Earth's beauteous tracts that endleſs forms aſſume, 
The ſweets of Nature, and her various bloom; 
The gentle ſunſhine, and ivft trickling ſhowers, 
The whiſp'ring gales, and doway- pinien'd hours, 
That ever in their « indly flight diſplay | 
Something creative of the poet's lay. 
On ſuch a theme, O tor the Mantuan quill. 
To paint with fancy, and correct with KIU! 
Come, meek-ey'd Genius of the Verazl Near, 
Whatever gentle name delights thine ear, 
Whether what mortals, or what angels ule. 
-Propitious no be preſent with the Muſe, 
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While ſhe eſſays in artleſs ſtrains to fing 

The opening beauties of the new born Spring “. 
Pardon the numbers, Younxs, that, lightly penn'd; 

Would to the candour of thy ear pretend, 

That candour which ſolicits till the charge, 

To leſſen faults, and beauties to enlarge; 

Hence to derive what their deſerts diſclaim, 

What ſordid riches cannot purchaſe, fame. 

To paint the flo:id landſcape as it blooms, 


Swells with freſh fweets, or with deep thickets glooms . 


To trace, on raptur'd Fancy's airy wing, 

The Progreſs of the youthful-feztur'd Spring, 
As boundleſs round her ſplendid eye ſhe throws, 
On earth and cies her living ſmile beſto ys; 
This they attempt: O favour the deſign, 

Thea ſhall the Seaſon with new luſtre ſhine; 
Then ſhall the winds in gentler whiſpers blow, 
And limpid ſtrzams with ſofter cadence fo; 
Each bloſſom breathe more rich efiiavias round, 
And Maſic charm with {ſvecter powers of ſound : 


* By Spring, in the foli:wing poem, the writer doe: not c. 
ſtrict him.clf to that preciſ: period cucumfcribed by three 
momhs, the uſual ſerſc in which it is underſtooe 3 but conſides 
i. in a more exten ve light, as comprehending all that par: cz 
the ag:ecable Sca'on ia which veg2ta.i92 {2 £277.44 A. 
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7. 
If, in Life's cloſing ſcene of home- felt eaſe, 
Aught can below the ſongs of angels pleaſe ; 
When but Religion boaſts the power to charm, 
And not even Death can in approach alarm ; 
When kings unenvy'd rule Earth's parted ball, 
Eternity thy wiſh, thy hope, thy all. 
Eternity ! — dread, folemn, plcafing thought, 
When Virtue's ſons, to the laſt conflict brought, 
Humble, though firm, expeQants of the ſky, 
Like YouxG have liv'd, like Younc have leara'd 
to die ! 

Now Winter, warn'd by the revolving ſun, 
His gloomy period of dominion run, 
While a dark miſt of vapour: rouad him forms, 
From every quarter gathers in his ſtorms, 
And locks up all his magazines of cold, 
That late requir'd the mantle's thickeſt fold; 
Then, while to follow all his blaſts prepare, 
O'er the uncultur'd heath, or mountain bare, 
Speeds ſullen to the North's congenial (cy, 
Where icy deſerts meet his downcaſt eye; 
Where barren tracts unmenſe, to Spring unknown, 
With all the depths of wilenef: overgrown ; 
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Where frightful glooms, ſcarce viſited by day, 
Give his collected tempeſts dreadful play: 
Hither, where chaos its firſt ſtate aſſerts, 

The rugged Tyrant frowning!y departs ; 

But not before, in his reluctant flight, 

From ſome huge promontory's ſnow-clad height, 
He turns, and with indignant groan, as if 

A deluge thunder'd o'er ſome chatter'd clif, 
Beholds the Empreſs of the coming year, 
Spring, in the chambers of the ſouth appear. 
From the bright proſpect he averts his face 
Invidious, and accelerates his pace, 

She comes ! the faireſt daughter of the ſkies, 
With countenance ſerene, and ſtarry eyes, 
Attended by the Cazzling lord of day, 
Advancing in his broad ecliptic way. 

A camus green, nct wove in mortal loom, 

Of texture light, and ſcented with perfume, 

In many a ſhining fold falls looſe behind, 

And ſwells, and waves, and wantons in the wind. 


An emera'd girdle, wrought in curious taſte 
With myſtic figures, bind, her ſlender waiſt, 
Selected flowers, in beauteous order laid, 
Fncircling her ſmooth fragrant temples ſhade 
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Down her ſlopt neck, white as unſullied ſnow, 
In graceful wreaths ker liberal treſſes flow. 
Impending from her hand, of waxen Eue, 

A caſket richly ftoi'd, ſhe holds to view, 
Where all thoſe objects, various chat partake 
Of beauty, or in drapery or make, 

To charm the ſtudious tlought, the penſive hour, 
From the tall cedar, to the dew - dropt flow 'r, 
(Aſſemblage vaſt) conceal'd in embryo lie, 
Soon to unfold beneath the genial ſky : 
Luxuriant theſe, while foſtering zephyrs blow, 
And all the ſeaſon's vital fervours glow, 

Her gifts reſtricted by no ſordid bound, 

She ſcatters and diffuſes all around. 

She comes! and with her Peace, Content, and Mirth, 
Pleas'd to ſee Nature's offsprings ſtart to birth; 
To ſee unnumber'd forms of beauty riſe, 
V/here-c'er ſhe glances round her dew-bright eyes: 
From Winter's ſleep ten thouſand objects wake, 
Spring into life, and all its ſivects partake, 

When pale Aurora op'd her feeble ye, 
The flcecy clouds that ſpread the eailern ſky ; 


Or when, in courſe oblique, the diſtant ſun 


2:15 journey, ſhort and cemfortleſs, had run, 
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The languid ſtreaks, that ting'd the blue expanſe, 


Were kindly-fl:itting ſigns of her advance: 

While, in the liquid regions of the air, 

To birds of gentler nature yet ſevere, 

The ſky-lark, pois'd on elevated wing, 

Predictive firſt made her attempts to ſing; 

A prelude to th at univerſal ſong 

To raviſh from the vocal groves ere long. 
She comes! on no ungracious errand ſent, 

Let ſloth not counteract her kind intent; 

To laviſh plenty with unſparing hand, 

At Culture's friendly call, to every Jand. 

Hence, num'rous arts their origin derive, 

And Commerce in due vigour kept alive. 

Hence, Induſtry, with unrelaxing hands, 

Arouad a world diſpenſes her commands. 

Hence, new inventions ſharpen human wit, 

And various duties various objects fit. 

Hence, ſtated labours brace the active nerve, 

Ard from diſeaſe the healthful frame preſerve. 

Hence, from the lawleſs rage of fierce deſires, 

The ſoften'd heart a gentler mold acquires ; 

To the rough manner, and deportment wild, 

Sagceeds, at length, the traable and nild. 
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Hence, all the tender ſoft affections riſe, 

That bind mankind by univerſal ties ; 

Thoſe paſſions, that with nobleſt ardours burn, 
Or of a ſocial, or a patriot turn. 

Each office, hence, of kindneſs and reſpect, 
Which to ennoble ſerve, while they connect. 
Hence, ſceptred princes, and the mighty great, 
Rob'd in the purple finery of ſtate ; 

Oft vain diſtinction to maintain alone, 

The diſtance from a cottage to a throne, 
Although but badges of exterior ſign, 

Which ſhould as proofs but ſecondary ſhine. 
Hence, in the delicacy of attire, 

While all hearts feel their pow'r, all eyes admire, 
Woman, the queen of beauty, looks ſo fair, 
So ſoft, ſo exquiſite, beyond compare; 
Through all her frame transfus'd the living ray 
Divine, that kindles darkneſs into day ; 

Which ſhot through Nature, on etherial wing, 
Changes the gloom of Winter into Spring ; 
Pierces earth's moſt retir'd receſſes through, 
And bids a new creation riſe to view : 

While not a cherub, blooming ſrom the ſkies, 
Can match the humid ſplendour of her eyes ; 
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Her outward for in dignity and grace, 
Or the mild open glory of her face. 

She comes! ye nymphs, and jovial ſwains, jp; pare 
With choiceſt gifts to entertain the fair, 
Gifts ſhe deſpiſes longer to detain, 
Than to refund with vaſt increaſe of gain. 
Let all things wear their ſofteſt aſpects round, 
The landſcape poliſh'd, and improv'd the ground. 
Elſe, will the Goddeſs with a ſcornful pride, 
Attended by her Graces, turn aſide, 
Diſdaining there to caſt her partial eye, 
Where all things in a rude diſorder lie; 
Aſide, where greater tafle attracts her view, 
What art eſſects, or elegance can do. 
Let mantling groves (ſoon one expanſive ſhade) 
Be fitted up to lodge the charming ma'd ; 
The ſiow'ry tribe, which ſcience ſcarce can count, 
Thc hedge, parterre, the arbour, ard the mount, 
The copſe, the orchard, nurſery, and pond, 
Parilion, grot, and labyrinth beyond, 
The lengthen'd alley, viſta, and caſcade, 
Attractive all of her fair preſence made. 

She comes! deſcending from an amber cloud, 


While Nature in grand chorus ſhout: aloud, 
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The balm and warmth prolific to infaſe, {dews ; 
Through earth's cold womb, and ſlic d th: fatt'nin 2 
Thy elder fiſter, radiant Summer, born, 
Mild in the ſoften'd bluthes of the mora. 

Up, huſbandman ! for ſhame, unacive now! 
Up to the manly labours of the plough, 
To which alike the monarch, and the clown, 
Is for his crook indebted, or his crown. 
Adjuſt your tackle, yoke your well-fed ſteer, 
Behold the quick advances of the year. 
For you, the tedious night leſs lengthen'd grows, 
And what it loſcs to the day beſtows. 
For you, the ſkies in ceaſcleis bounty pour 
The lucid dew-drops, or the copious ſhow'r. 
From ſouthern climes, for you, the zephyr brings 
Congenial mildnefs on its roſy wings; 
Yo a looſe texture yields the kindly land, 
That breaks apace, and crumbles to the hand. 
zuices, for you, fermenting to and fro, 
Throu,h earth's claitic tubes meand'ring flow. 
ade, peaſant, to the feld, and fidelong lay 
The yielding furrow to the polnted ray; 
That Spring, azriv'd, way bid the mellow'd ſoil 
Son amply recompenſe your honeſt toil ; 

Vor. I. B 
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That riches, free from all the guilt of trade, 


May eaſc your cares, when youth and vigour fade; 


When years and induſtry have ſilver'd o'er 

Your honour'd locks with venerable hoar ; 

More vencrable thus, in Virtue's ſight, 

Than the ag'd warriour's from the fields of fight, 
She comes ! around her lenient zephyrs play, 

As, ſweetly ſmiling, on ſhe wins her way, 

And copious, from each balm collecting wing, 

The joyful year's ambioſial odours fling ; 

Diffuũve heat breathes in each friendly pale, 

And ſoft'ning ſpreads along the fertile vale, 

In cvcr,y buſh the feather'd quire convene, 

With {.ngs to welcome their approaching queen; 

Hach ardent ſtrains its little quiv'ring throat, 

To warble forth a bold unrival'd note; 

Sounds infinitely vary'd they praQtſe, 

Sink to the iute, or to the clarion riſe : 

While Echo, fitting in her rocky cell, 

On every tone delizhted ſeems to dwell ; 

Gives a new cadence to each air they ſing, 

While carth and ſkies with gratulations ring. 
N'ean time, with glance ineffable, ſhe looks 

On hills, receding valle; s, groves, and brooks ; 
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IIille, here no flocks the cre excurfſiie ſpicsy 
That riſe up in bleak profpes ta tae ſkies z 
Valleys, of all their flowery pride deſpo..' 1, 
Their freflinefs wither'd, and their beauty ſoil'd; 


Groves, of their leaf-wove mantles rudely fir1; i, 


Thoſe pipes couiring'd that once the moillure ſipt; 


Brooks, ſcully fyoln with many a ſordid nll, 
The grofs retu.e of ev ry amy bill. 
But lo! fooa as the ſun-beam from her eye, 
Rapid as thought, is darted through the ſky, 
The mantling trees in foliage green are clad, 
And fields with checker'd carpets overſpread 
While, from the manger and the ſtail diſmiſs'd, 
The herds domeſtic feed where cer they lift. 
From ev'ry trunk ſhoots ſorth an infant ſtem, 
Each leaf bright-twinkling with a liquid gem. 
In ſillten convolutions wrapt from cold, 
Bud within bud, and fold incloſing fold, 
The tender bloom acquires its various gluw, 
Py {ap nutritious ſuckled from below. 
Gentle and limpid flows each murmuring ri'!, 
And verdant riſes every ſlopipg hill. 
Cc: die freſh lawn the erouded villa's ſpread, 
By Lutineſs ſome, and ſome by plcaſure led; 

B 2 
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Fach with glad heart the ardent look returns, 
And each with ſocial warath of friendſhip burns; 
The laugh, the cordial ſhake, and ruflic jeſt, 
With homely proof, their mutual joy atteſt, 
Unmiagled joy, peace, hope, content, and eaſe, 
Lach picas'd alike, as each intent to pleaſe : 
While not the titled grandee paſſing by, 
With haughty air, attracts one envious eye. 
Such icclings, Spring, thy magic fmiles impart, 
Such warm effuſions cf the grateful heart 
Such nameleſs raptures thy ſoft charms create, 
Such gentle paſſions in thy train await ! 

Not ſo when tempeſts, big with rain and ſnow, 
Diſcharg'd their fury on the world below; 
When ſeldom, from the windows of the ſkies, 
The cloddleſs ſun look'd out with radiant eyes; 
When f:o!t in chains the ſtagnate rivers bound, 
Naked the woods, and waſte the barren ground; 
Or dowa from rock- brow 'd mountains, white before, 
The torrent tumbled with impetuous roar ; 
When rcund the fire the ſhiv'ring ring conven'd, 
Scarce {cial there from the dire ſeaſon ſcreen'd ; 
When gloom-wrapt filence, dreary and profound, 


Tho! the mute groves huſh'd each enliv'oing ſour !! 
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hen trooping flocks to friendly ſhelters throng'd, 
And night was to diſguſting length prolong'd ; 
While dreams, where Fancy runs her wild carecr, 
Gave ſuperadded horrour to the year. 
Now fleets, long by tempeſtuous months confin'd, 
Expand their looſen'd canvas to the wind, 
To circulate the ſpecial wealth, betimes, 
Of inland kingdoms, or ſca-border'd climes. 
The ſilk-worm's gaudy labours (to deride 
And ſwell the petulance of human pride) 
Gums, ſpices, col:ly gems, furs, pearls, ore, 
And all the treaſures of vaſt Ind1a's ſhore, 
Lie ready rang'd, the merchant's promis'd right, 
To change their ſkies, when ſtars benign invite, 
Yonder fair Commerce wakes her ſun-burnt cr2w, 
Gaia's everlaſting labour to renew. 
Along the beach in ardent tbrongs they croud, 
To ſtow the freight, or mend the broken ſhroud, 
For one thing ſume, ſome for angther call, 
Ambition, duty, hope, inſpirit all: 
While gales propitious, courting them away, 
Amongſt the half-furl'd ſheets and cordage play“ 
Ocean and ſky, at unknown diſtance met, 
Serene, ſcem to reproach their ſail; unſet. 
B 3 
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Now Navies, withaſelected warriours mann'd, 
The boaſt and bulwark of ſome mighty land, 
(Such as croud AL niox's warlike ports, to awe 
Cortending ſtates, and give Evroya law), 
To purchaſe new, or old poſſeſſions keep, 
Wirth ſhout tumult'ous launch into the deep; 
Their ſails diſtent to ev'ry breeze that blows, 
And arm'd with Death's dread tubes, in brazen rows, 
Where thunders ſlumber, ſoon to wake aloud, 
Burſting exploſive in a fiery cloud; [reſounds, 
While Heav'n's valt concave, whelm'd in ſmoke, 
And Ocean treiubles throug!. his watery bounds. 

Now o'er the plough the ſturdy peaſant bends, 
And whiltles as the furrow he extends; 
The rooks oft ſcaring, that in ceaſeleſs change, 
With wild kaw, o'er the gliſt'ning ſurlace range; 
Now drags the harrow, with unweatied toil, 
Croſs the rough ridges of the Jumpy ſoil: 
Another ſcatters, on the mould'ring land, 
The oat: or baz!ey, with impartial hand ;. 
Around him pigeons form'd in airy ring, 
Sdot the coy glance, or ſpread the frequent wing 
While gentle weather, and unclouded ſkies, 
Mac heart- felt pleaſure ſparkle in their eyes, 
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In yonder vineyard, to the ſouth expos'd, 
From blaſting cold; by lofty mounts inclos'd, 
The patient hind takes his commodious ſtand, 
To form and faſhion all with curious hand ; 
Some vines to prop, and others to arrange, 

As ſans revolve, and months ſucceſſive change: 
And, though his taſk laborious ſeldom itaid, 
His cares he reckons amply overpaid, 

When the rich grape, in purple cluſters hung, 
Swells to the eye, and ſweetens to the tongue. 

Where yonder bed“ tranſmitted heat receives, 
And plants exotic ſpread their tender leaves, 
From ſickly damps f:cure, and drenchiog ſhow's, 
An ther ſpends his taſk-allottcd hours. 

The warmeſt earth he brings, and richeſt ſoils, 
Pregnant wich ſalts and vegetable oils, 

Lcſ, long accuſtom's to a gentler ſæy, 

Their fainiſh'd roots ſhould ſurivel up and die, 
Let Winter boaſt not his refiltieſs cold, 

Here Spring's eternal triumphs we bchold, 
Amid his icy blaſts, and hills of ſuow, 

When all', one unJiftinguil,'d waſte below; 
Here Vegetation, as in Summer-ſkies, 
Around ker ſces her infant off:prings rife. 


The contet,ator, or greenhsub 
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With all his implements of craft ſopplied, 
'The peacock's honours, and the courſer's pride, 
With wheel apt-fix'd, and rod of pliant wool, 
The Angler trips along in lightſome mood, 
Ard to ſome river's wonted margin goes, 
Where ſwells the pool, or ſtream o'er pebUules Rows : 
Scorning the life of Sloth's voluptuous ſons, 
Which 1d!y in one languid tenour runs; 
On which Hope ſeldom ſhines with chez: fu! light, 
Dead to the briſcer feelings of delight. 

Bending, in graceful attitude he ſtands, 
And all the glaſſy ſurface wide commands; 
Amid lone Solitude's romantic haunts, 
Were ſpreads the bramble, or the willow flaunts; 
Silent and calm; ſave when a tuneful thruſh - 
Salutes his penfive car from hawthorn-buſh, 
With equal poiſe, and well adapted hand, 
He guides and vibrates his elaſtic wand; 
Wich gentle ſhake, in plumage not its own, 
(His ba.ket careleſs o'er his ſhoulders thrown), 


Dances bis fly, diſguis'd for ſudden prey, 


In all the {ritks of apt · diſſembled play: 


Then to the brink, exulting, on his hock, 


He drags the full- grown monarch of the brook ; 
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Or lightly toſſes, arching over head, 
The ſmaller fry upon the ſandy bed. 

Delighted thus he ſpends the jocund hours, 
When Morn, or Eve, diiliis the lucid ſnow'rs; 
Thus (courts leſs innocent repaſts afford) 

With unbought dainties loads his frugal board ; 
Taſtes the bland ſweets of bloom- imparting Heal:h, 
Often deny'd to Grandeur and to Wealth ; 

Feels at his gladden'd heart her vital heat, 

And in each throbbing vein impulſive beat. 

Yet, o'er the ruſhy tract, or champain bare, 

The panting hounds purſue the timid hare ; 

Or from the thicket, or incloſure, ſtart 

The fox inſidious, or ſwift-footed hart. 

Soon as Aurora peeps o'er eaſtern hills, 

His winding horn the early huntſman fills ; 

Strait, from their kennel, pour the fawring crew, 
With ears deep hung to ſweep the tainted dew ; 
In tuncful uproar round their maſter croud, 

Av'd by his ſtamp, as of his plaudit prou l. 
Yonder apart awaits the ncighing ſtecd, 

With noftcils wide, and limbs well-turn'd for ſpecd. 
Elate in ſprightly youth he paws the ground, 

And pricks his ears at each accultom'd ſound, 


f 
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On ev'ry file caſts h's effulgent eye, 

As if his lord ſolicitous to ſpy. 

Iiis lord arrives; big with diſdain he looks, 

Cur\ ets, and his arch'd neck jn triumph crooks ; 

Eager to give his airy foul feht, 

Leap the ſenc'd dinin, or hir the quickſet height. 
Alive, meantime, while filence reigns profound, 

The beagles range athw.27t the covert ground; 

The furro'y, ſunny glade, or level park, 

Impatient for their maſter's well-known hark! 

Anon, the leader of the ſtarch- nos'd train 

Detects the vapour warm along the plain; 

Then, with ſuperiour voice by all confeſt, 

Gives the expected ſignal to the reſt. 

Full on the tent convene the cautious hounds, 

Forming a concert of melodious ſounds ; 

Which, with the loud halloo, the ſportſman's crack, 

Oft-u.*d incitements to the rival pack 

The ſrequent ruſh of feet, and horn blown ſhrill, 

Mix, ſwell, and undulate from hill to hill: 

While ardeat croads, (rom each contiguous cet, 

Aſſembled on the firſt commanding ſpot, 


With raviſh'd ears, and anxious eyes, ſurvey 


The varicus fortune of the buſy day. 
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Beſore, the game, by frantic fear impell'd, 
Scours nimbly on, up the long rig beheld, 
Each back-ſhrunk ear, to ſtimulate her pace, 
Stunn'd with the noiſy tumult of the chace. 
Yet at ſafe diſtance ſhe her flight maintains, 
Preſerves her vigour, though each nerve ſhe ſtrains ; 
Her half, ſunk ſpirits ſeem elated hence, 
And comfort lightly ſhoots acroſs her ſenſe, 
Short reſpite ; ſoon her ſtrength exhauſted flags, 
Quick throbs her heart, and feebly move her legs. 
Fierce at her heels approach the growling throng, 
And ſmoking ſteeds in triumph ſtretch along. 
Now all, expeQant of her ſudden fate, | 
Their ſpeed and ardour by degrees abate. 
Fach claims a merit in the helpleis prize, 
'Thouch early ſtarted, yet fo late ſhe dies. 
Her gait unſteady, wildly-carried eye, 
Turns oft repeated, and infantile cry, 
Her frequent ſtarts, and halt returning breath, 
Preſuge her inſtant ſeizure, and her death, 
Pat ſhall the ſoft-cy'd Muſe of bloodſhcd ſing ? 
Shall violence wound the chaſle car of Spring? 
Ye noble ſwains, with youthful tranfp-rts warm, 


\ hom rural ſcenes of recreation charm; 


—— — — 
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Forbear an exerciſe, that beſt agrees 

With naked fences, and diſmantled trees. 

The farmer now his finiſh'd taſk beholds, 

His hedges planted, and ſecur'd his folds ; 

'The gen'rous ſeed, his future harveſt, ſown, 
And round his parks defenſive ditches thrown : 
Guard then his property, his wealth you ſhare, 
Nor render uſeleſs all his prudent care. 

From pain and death a ſhort ceſſation give, 

O let the guiltleſs hare and partridge live! 

Left, when the year completes her golden round, 
No ſports endear your ſtubble-tufted grcund, 
Rathcr, in ſome late flood-ſwoln current ſet 
Your moſs- fed bait, or ſpread your ſwelling net; 
From his retreat the famiſh'd pike to lure, 

Or in its wiles the ſpeckled trout ſecure. 

But, if you would affe a nobler prize, 

Drag the huge ſalmon out, with blood ſliot eyes; 
Now to the river's upmoſt depths he ſtrays, 
V.hite the broad curl his preſence ſoon betravs, 
Here all your fortune, all your judgment try, 
Beneath the ſmiles of an indulgent ky ; 

Nor fancy things repugnant ſhould aſlort, 


Rut let each ..afon have its proper ſport, 


The "ot of the Firs r Boo 


The PROGRESS of SPRING, 25 


. 


OW, thro! the fluid azure of the ſkies, _ 
Domeſtic bird, the fleet-wing'd ſwallow flies ; 


Now, in ſome window, for a ſtated reſt, 
With care maternal, builds her oval neſt, 
Or cornice underneath ; as if ſhe came 
Mankind's protection from aſſault to claim. 
Nor let her confidence be ill repaid ; 
Oh ! be the ruffian hand relentleſs ſaid, 
That would, inſtead of proving her defence, 
Unhoſpitably drive her wretched hence. 
But ſhall the Muſe be backward to deſcribe 
The labours of the winter-dormant tribe? 
No ; let their police teach the human-kind, 
That reaſon's not alone to man confin'd. 
Preſumptuous man ! ſo arrogantly wiſe, 
Proud of his high-born lineage from the ſkies ! 
One to ſome water ſpeeds, and wets her wings, 
Then on the duſt the ſprinkled moiſture flings, 
Another mixes it with ſelf-taught ſkill, 
Or bears the mortar on his loaded bill, 
Vor. I. C 
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Bit upon bit, with nice proportion plac'd, 

The manſion riſes up in curious taſte. 

Each emulous the growing work ſurveys, 

With ardent eye glanc'd round a thouſand ways, 
And with fond art, their labours to beguile, 
Warbles in well-known twitters all the while, 
The penfile ſtructure rear'd in outward form, 
Cemented cloſe, and firm againſt the ſtorm, 

To furniſh it for kindly warmth within, 
Another pleaſing office they begin; 

O'er ſpacious fields unwearied wing their flight, | 
Now lowly ſcim athwart, now gently light, 
To ſeize the down ſome friendly thorn detains, 
As left on purpoſe to reward their pains ; 

The ſtraw, the fleecy moſs, the ſilken hair, 


Or feathers, lightly friſking in the air. 
With theſe they finiſh their commodious dome, 
Then, to relax, excurſions make from home; 


High in pure regions nearer to the ſun, p 


Or o'er ſome lucid pond, or gliding ſtream, 
Where inſe ds hover in the ſetting beam. 

Not long; the mother ſoon, by inſtindt led, N q 
Returns to occupy her downy bed ; 


Exulting, gay, their annual labour done; | 
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Nor ever till her brood, with cautious wings, 
Taught and embolden'd firſt in feeble ſprings, 
For Equid air their dark confinements change, 
ily abroad permits herſelf to rer ge. 

No, from theſe manſions Fricndſtiip ever qua, 
Where moaping gloom-brow'd Melancholy ſite, 
Diſtruſt, Want, Ague, Avarice, and Care, 

The miſer ſteals, to breathe vertumnal air. 
Manſions, through which few rays tranſmiſſive ſhoot. 
Save from his chimney — ſeldom foul with ſoot, 
Or greaſy ſhatter'd lamp's uncertain light, 
Kindled but in the dead opaque of niglit. 

If, haply, he ſhould lift his timid eye, 

To ſce what thief, or ſheet- cloth'd goblin's nip]; , 
A greater ſpectre he {beheld by few) 

Were his lank form to bolt upon the view. 

From all this diſmal group of horrours dread, 
Ghaſtly, as if juſt riſen from the dead, 


The niggard, whom no beauties eife could charm, 
No kindly paſſions, no ſoft tranſports warm ; 
Ventures abroad, with felon's ſnenking pace, 
To look his fellow- creatures in the face; 
Almoſt afraid to act, as if akin, 
Mov'd by ſome conſcious principle within: 
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While all ſhrink back, with difidence and ſcorn, 
(As ſhepherds from the ſnake-infeſted thorn) 
Thus acting on Humanity's own plan, 

From ſuch a monſter in the form of man. 
Tacugh not one tender ſocial tie that binds 

Free pgen'rous ſpirits, or ennobled minds, 

His little heart, as marble hard to melt, 

E'er for the period of a moment felt; 

Yet now, howe'er repugnant to his plan, 

Spring partly moulds and ſoftens him to man. 
Watching his wealth, by locks on locks ſecur'd, 
Hunger and thirſt in their extremes endur'd ; 
Or counting o'er, with ſtill enhanc'd delight, 
With harden'd fingers, and with aching ſight, 
His fgur'd pieces (thus preſerv'd from rut) 

Of brighter-ting'd conſolidated duſt ; 

„inter beheld him, all benumm'd with cold, 
Swath'd in a tatter'd blanket's ſcanty fold; 
Bebeld him, though ſurrounded with his pelf, 
A poor and wither'd emblem of himſelf; 
$qualid his beard, his ſkia to parchment ſhrunk, 
Death-pale his viſage, and his eye-balls ſunk. 
But now the tardy current 1a his veins, 

Frozen erewkile, a briſker motion gains, 


The PROGRESS of SPRING. 29 


On his dull organs Spring's reſiſtleſs pow'r 

Acts — as on yonder reptile, yonder flow'r ; 
What motive, reaſon, choice, or will, we call, 
(Man's privilege) alike deny'd to all. 

Hail, Queen of Seaſons! thine's the potent charm 
Winter of all his rigour to diſarm ! 

Hail, Queen of Seaſons ! thine's the magic art 
To touch with life the Miſer's torpid heart! 

A taſk much harder than, with ſpells unknown, 
To bend the oak, or mollify the ſtone. 

In ſome wide area, now, or ſpacious green, 
In ſocial parties, nymphs and ſwains convene, 
Elate in youth, with expeQation fluſh, 

And warm each cheek with health's carminian bluſſi: 
While, from the ſaffron chambers of the weſt, 
The downward ſun, ere he retires to reſt, 
Brightens his parting ſmile, well-pleas'd to ſee 
Their mutual merriment, and harmleſs glee. 
Through the briſk meaſures of the mazy dance, 
They now, by turns, recede, and now advance; 
Enliven'd by the hautboy's ſprightly ſound, 
With nimble foot beat the enamel'd ground. 
Changing in airy trip from ſide to fide, 
No graceful ſtep, no attitudes untried, 
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To fix the notice of the glancing eye, 
To paint the glow, or ſwell the conſcious ſigh. | 
Each fronts the blooming damſel he admires, , 
For whom he languiſhes in ſoft deſires ; 
For whom the ſong's compes'd, the noſe-gay dreſt, | 
To loſe its beauties on her ſnowy breaſt ; \ 
For whom by tinkling rills he loves to ſtray, 
Or through lone groves plod his ſad dreary way; 
For whom in nice repair the arbour's put, 
And on the bark the dear initials cut: [diſcover 
The glance, ſmile, figh, ſqueeze, whiſper, leer, 
The ardent, though the apprehenſive lover; 
While ſhe, in vain, with much diſſembled art, 
Would hide the fond emotions of her heart ; 
Though ev'ry female ſtratagem ſhe tries, 
His eye ſoon penetrates the thin diſguiſe. 

From all the tiff formality of ſtate, 
The rights of kings, and factions of the great, 
The ſerator, now parted from the throng, ? 
Unbends his thoughts, intenſely fix d ſo long; 
While Solitude his placid hours employs, 
In learned eaſe to taſte the nobleſt joys. 


Now Recollection uſhers into view, 
Quick in her ſearch, to her reſemblance true, 


— 


The PROGRESS of SPRING. gr 


A croud of glorious objects, dear to fame, 

Which add diſtinguiſh'd luſtre to his name: 

His projects plann'd with wiſdom and addreſs, 

Directed well, and honour'd with ſucceſs, 

Beyond the royal, or the public hope, 

Give his enlarg'd reflections ample ſcope ; 

Swell his full heart with patriot triumphs known, 

To PiTT, and ſome few kindred minds alone, 

On ſuch the Prince's royal favour ſmiles, 

Whom no eye curſes, and no tongue reviles. 

On ſuch, as more than popularly great, 

The pray'rs and bleſſings of a kingdom wait. 

Fair Liberty, with ſuch fond to reſort, 

Leaves all the ſplendid circles of a court ; 

Virtue, on whom a nation's weal depends, 

That ſkill which plans, and valour that defends ; 

Glory and Victory, illuſtrious pair, 

To grace his receſs, and his pleaſures ſhare. 
But not enamour'd of the year alone 

The grandee, by his creſts armorial known; 

The man of traffic too his toil remits, 

And for a while his deſk and counter quits ; 

To the calm ſcenes of rural eaſe repairs, 


Purchas'd by a long train of anxious cares: 
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While birds with muſic his arrival greet, 

And fields and groves exhibit ev'ry ſweet; 

Additionally bright each ſun-beam ſhines, 

To welcome him whom ſmoke ſo long confines, 

Confines in the eternal queſt of wealth, 

Oft with the forfeiture of peace and health. . 
The ſhepherd now, o'er flowery lawns at large, 

And richeſt paſtures, tends his fleccy charge, 

Pleas'd to behold, around their bleating dams, 

In harmleſs rolic ſriſk the tender lambs ; 

His little ſocial cur attending nigh, 

To watch the flock with oft-reverted eye. 

Upon ſome eminence ke fits him down, 

Undazzled by the ſpiendour of a crown, 

And hums, with untavght languiſnment cf air, 

Some ſonnet on his not unconſcious fair, 

The buxom dame, that in the lilied vale 

With mlky neRar fills the balmy pail ; 

Or, by the graſſy margin of a brook, 

Streiches his liſtleſs length beſide his crook ; 

Where willows flutter to the whiking wind, 

And murmurs ſooth to indolence his mind; 

Where hawthorrs ſwell, where honeyſuckles wreathe, 

And bloſſoms round perſum'd efluvias breathe. 
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Where lime-trees, from Noon's piercing glance to 

Throw over head a canopy of green. [ſcreen, 

Where linnets warble with melodious throats, 

And finches chaunt their finely-quiver'd notes. 

All to invite the raviſh'd ſhepherd's ſtay, 

Enhance his joys, and drive his cares away. 
Calmly delighted with the well-known haunt, 

His breaſt diſturb'd by no phantaſtic want, 

Along the flowery herbage, far irom noiſe, 

Nature's pure guiltleſs pleaſures he enjoys. 

Pleaſures, to ſhare but equal with the clown, 


Monarchs themſelves might lay their ſceptres down, 
Here, no abſu ambition to be great, 

To head a faction, or enſlave a ſtate ; 

No ſcheme of vengeance, no invidious plan, 

To injure or deceive his fellow-man ; 


No daring project to obtrude his name 


— — — — —— ́—ö— — 


In Time's proud records, or the lilts of Fame; 
Set his licentious paſſions all on fire, 
Diſtract his thoughts, or ſtimulate deſire. 


Far other objects occupy his time, 


— — — — 


Which raiſe no tumult, and imply no crime. 
While ſcarce reſoly'd what grateful to prepare, 
Or purchaſe, as a preſent fur his fair ; 
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Whether a brace of pigeons, white as ſnow, 
Or burniſh'd o'er with many a radiant glow ; 
Of oſier twigs a baſket curious wrought, 

Or breaſt-knot at adjacent village bought, 
Whoſe figure ſome apt love-device conceals, 
On ev'ry ſenſe a drouſy languor Reals. 

Parily awake, yet partly ſlumb'ring too, 

The landſcape ſeems to ſwim before his vicw z 
Til! ſſeep, at length, to all beneath the ſkies, 
In pleaſing viſions ſeals his weary eyes. 
Viſions, where he beholds his plighted maid 
In all the florid charms of youth diſplay'd; 
Such charms as health and innocence beſtow, 
Beyond the toilet's artificial glow ; 

Beyond what boalted waſhes can impart, 

The ſkin-deep varniſh of coſmetic art. 

Such charms as ſeldom grace the court-bred fair, 


Though gems in conſtellations deck her hair ; 


| Though round her airy trips the ſelf- fond beau, 


And coxcombs flutter on phantaſtic toe. 

Such charms as amply recompenſe the ſwain, 
Though unpoſſeſs'd (ſuch triumphs to the vain) 
Of gilded equipage, and titles proud, 


To court the gaze and homage of the croud. 
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Reſt on, unenvy'd ſhepherd ! and partake 

Thoſe joys with-held from half the world awake, 

But joys, when ſleep her opiate balm denies, 

Thy happier ſtars to thee ſhall realize; 

For guilt alone in dreams ſuch raptures knows, 

As on his waking hours Heav'n ne'er beſtows. 
Now, long in torpid indolence confin'd, 

Whilſt Winter whiſtled in the northern wind, 

The bees excurſive ſeek the ſunny field, 

Where freſh-ſpread blooms the liquid honey yield. 

But, form'd of mechaniſm moſt cxaR, 

The waxen ſtructure previous they ere. 

Plann'd in a range of correſponding rooms, 

Each architeR a taſk apart aſſumes, 

Some aſcertain the wideneſs, ſome the length, 

Some heave the burden with exerted ſtrength. 

Some ſee the fret-work combs appended right, 

Some raiſe partitions to their proper height, 

Some poliſh and elaborate the walls, 

Some gather up what from the builder falls. 

Some ever and anon, with outſtretch'd wing, 

The vegetable glue for cement bring. 

With mathematic elegance of art, 

The edifice complete in ev'ry part ; 
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The parent bee, that over all preſides, 

In parties next the colony divides, 

From bud to bud extracting ſweets to roam, 

Or joyous waft the luſcious treaſure home, 

The powder'd daffodil's madeſcent ſpoils, 
Renew'd by youthful ſons and early ſoils ; 

The border-planted thyme's ſtrong- ſcented dew, 
Or fragrant hyacinth's, of ruby hue ; 

To form thoſe ſweets that melt upon the lip, 
Firſt of Spring's flow'rs court their enamour'd ſip: 
While numbers ready at the entrance ſtand 

To lighten of their loads the homeward band ; 
Hence, in diſtin& diviſions to be laid, 

By others ſtation'd farther in convey'd. 

For all alike in juſt allotment ſhare, 

Delighted all, the profit and the care. 

No time ſeems long, no drudgery they ſhun, 
Once their appointed office is begun. 

No flow'r the humid fatne.s that receives, 

No bloſſom that expands its ſilken leaves, 

Or in the garden's variegated beds, 

Or where the purple heath luxuriant ſpreads ; 
But gratefully beſtows its yellow ſpoil, 

To freight their wings, and recompenſe their toil, 
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V.”:thin, the monarch, far from vulgar view, 
Diſtinguiſh'd by his ſize, and burniſh'd hue, 
With royal eye the curious work inſpetts ; 
Here he adjuits, and yonder he directs; 

Or, ſtrolling out, or latent in the cells, 

The drones, a lazy uſeleſs brood, expells. 
Happy republic! where with ſteady aim, 
(How few communities can boaſt the ſame ?) 
No diſcontented voice, no party-fcud, 

All ardenily promote the general good. 

How happy ALB1on, did her ſons unite, 

With blended counſels, and conſociate might, 
To fix, thus traly, venerably great, 

The virtue, itrength, and welfare of the State ! 
A conduct ſure more glorious, than embrace 
All creeds, all forms, all parties, for — a place: 
No matter how our projects brought about, 

If ] but i, and but another ent. 

A thouſand wiſhes, not to be expreſs d, 

And ſoft defires, now warm the virgin-breaſt. 

Wiſhes her utmoſt caution ſcarce conceals, 

But all her manner undeſign'd reveals.“ 

The glaſs conſulted oft, with graceful wile. 

How to conduct the wafture of? ſmile ; 
Vor. I. D 
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The ſolitary turn, and penſive cad, 

The keen ſenſation of the pointed jeſt; 

The heaving boſom, and hali-notic'd ſigh, 
The damaſk cheek, and languid rolling eye; 
The roving glance, and neck of ivory bare, 
The looſe attire, and negligence of air; 

All z:ode/tly, without the aid of art, 

Divulge the ſecrets of the female heart. 

Beware, ye boaſt of workmanſhip divine ! 
Daughters of Beauty ! darlings of the Nine ! 
Beware of Love's inſinuating wiles, 

Though he approach you with his ſofteſt ſmiles ; 
Though accents, mild as pales favonian blow, 
From his bland tongue in ſmooth- turn'd period flow. 
Oh! guard againſt the lightning of the eye, 

Leſs fatal Lat which flaſhes from the &y. 

There undiſguis'd the ſoul's ſoft movements play, 
Melt in a tear, or dazzle in a ray. 

There Love ereAs his cry//al engine, whence 

He miflive throws his weapons of offence ; 

His rapture-wing'd, or anguiſh-pointed darts, 
Wich certain aim to reach unguarded bearts. 
Fetter on headlong precipices dance, 


han meet the lambent eye inſidicus glance 
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Wita baſe intentions, couch'd in artful ſpeech, 
Now will the urchin fatter, now beſesch. 
A thouſand modes of love-lorn ſtyle invent, 
His faith, his truth, his love, to repreſent; 
[Topes, wiſhes, doubts, ard rears, a motly train, 
That all together croud upon his brain 
While tears, obedieat to the well-feigu'd call, 
Down his unmanly cheek oſücious fall. 


Put turn aſide, meet not his pleading eyes, 


Nor pity what you rather ſhould deſpiſe. 

His words a latent poiſon will convey, 

The tempter ſpeaks and looks, but to betray, 
Beware then, faireſt forms the ſun ſurveys ! 
Beware of love! beware of vernal days! 

Gf the ſam'd Ides “, as ancient times record. 
So warn'd the Augur Rome's victorious lord; 
But Czsar, not below himſelſ ro ſcem, 
Diidain'd his life by caution to redeem, 

And, proudly fluſh'd with fame too highly pric'd, 
Tue cvination as a dream deſpis'd ; 

Dog isd, and by the friend he lov'd to well, 
Wrapt in his robe, a mighty victim fell. 


* Of March. 
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But ye, whom Nature gently form'd to prove 
The melting, ſoft, impaſſion'd ſoul of love, 
Attend a moment to a friendly Mute, 

Nor your inſpiring ſmile meantime refule, 

While ſhe defcribcs the man, by Heav'n Ceſign'd 
The fini?'d counterpart of womankind. 

Oh! were it no ideal picture fketch'd, 

But from ſurræunding liſe and manners fetch'd. 

The courtecus Youth of modeſt werth prefer, 
Whom ſenſe convinces when his paſſions err. 
Who knowledge ne'er eſteems too early ſought, 
Nor wiſdom at too high a purchaſe bought. 

Ot ſweet Ceportment, unaſſuming air, 

11s manners gentle, as his ſgul üncere. 

Who 01! cncluces the beſt, and hopes the moſt, 
An unſuſpicious heart his conſtant boaſt, 
Whom Prejudice, in her tyrannic chains, 

That worſt of ſervile thraldoms, ne'er detains, 
If Reaſon, ever biaſs'd to the righꝰ, 

Diſcover objects in a fairer light. 

Who ne'er from ſacred Truth in aught depart, 
Above mean Adulation's paltry arts. 

Not of ſuperiour talents vainly proud, 

Though to excel his opponent allow'd; 
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Nor, if addi ed to an errour long, 

Averſe to own his judgment in the wrong. 

Who can, though firſt in ev'ry youthful ſport, 

With hoary heads in grave harangue conſort, 

Not carried by the faſhion to exceſs, 

But clegantly careleſs in his dreſs. 

Who can to men, in ſpheres exalted plac'd, 

Suit his demeanour, and adapt his taſte ; 

While thoſe, to lefs ſuperiour ranks confin'd, 

Share his aſſiſtance and protection kind. 

Who knows with ſpirit, when, and how, to a8, 

Though in vain boaſts by ſemale ſoftneſs check'd. 

Whom none with glaring faults or vices tax, 

Born to protect, not to inſult the ſex, 

Who gives to pelf its eſtimation due, 

Though open-purs'd and hoſpitable too. 

Deaf to Detraction's and Reſentment's call, 

Attach'd to few, although polite to all. 

Beyond each ſordid mercenary end, 

Cautious to cenſure, backward to offend, 

Who, delicate in word and thought alike, 

Avoids the jeſt that doubly ſeems to ſtrike. 

To no dull ſet of rigid rules confin'd, 

Which meanly fetter, not enlarge the mind; 
D 3 
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But acting on the more extenſive plan 


Of univ<r/al . hatity to man. 

Who ne'er ; reſumes his Maxtr's bolts to throw 
On each he impotently deems his foe ; 

The little malice of a narrow heart, 

That of the u but con prehends à part. 
Who hates in mod-s or trifles to be odd, 
Scorns a vain oath, and ne'er blaſphe mes his Goo, 
No tool of ſtate, no Party's venal dupe, 

To fear too honeſt, and too proud to ſtoop ; 
But, if his C:antry claim his proffer'd life, 
Prepar'd to die in the illuſtrious frife, 

Not elevated by a vague applauſe, 

Which caprice utter'd, or diſguſt withdtaws. 
Whoſe eye with many pity can o'e: flow, 
Ard heart be melted at another's wo. 

In all his dealings ſcrupulonly juſt, 

Firm in his friendſhips, ſleady to his traſt. 
Neither in body or in mind diſcas'd, 

On pleaſiug bent, as wishing to be pleas'd. 
IF ſuch a Youth, the giery of his kind, 
Accompliſh'd thus in perſon and in mind, 


Approach you, with the tener voice of love, 


'I hovg2 all the herd o coxcounbs fail to my ve, 


af — 
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Leave vain punQtilios to the formal dame, 

Nor bluſh to on an honourable fame, 

For only with the man of theſe poſſeſs'd, 

Can Ae ETS be completely bleſs'd, 

At leait, as ſuch alas! we ſeldom fce, 

Like bim depainted, falch'd in degree; 
Though Fortune, vain of her phantaſtic pow'r, 
Propitious ſmil'd upon his natul hour; 

Though pompous titles blazon forth his name, 
And proud eſcu:cheons tell From whence he came. 
P.iches from wants external may ſecurc, 

But cannot peace or happineſs c:fur2, 

Power, or force, may oft control the knee, 


But never can the heart, by nature free. 


The Eid of I. SECO xD Boos, 
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II. 


OW Conte mplation, mark'd with brow ſerene, 


Fond of the cool retreat, and ſylvan ſcene, 
Science, and eagle- pinion'd Genius, fraught 
With richeſt ſtores of elcvated thought, 

Abroad through Nature take their ample range, 
Where objects infinite on objects change; 

Where, to the eye of angels and of men, 

Within belief, although beyond our ken, 
Omnipotence exhibits ev'ry hour, 

The mighty efforts of creative pow'r ; 

On each inſcrib'd the dread cternal name, 

Though filent a!l, proclaiming whence they came. 
Here, to ennoble, and inirut mankind 

In knowledge boundleſs as the godlike mind, 
Each with ſublime ſolicitude ellavs 

To celebrate what ſoars above all praiſe ! 

That firſt ſupreme I::TzLLIGENCE, who ſpoke, 
And light firſt- born from central darkneſs broke, 
Whence beauty, order, grace, proportion, ſpring”, 
And all the fair variety of things! 


| 
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Not to a ſy tem's ſcanty bourne confin'd, 

With bolder flight, wing'd by the eaſtern wind, 
Each lu unches oat into tranſmundane ſpace, 
Where other orbs perſorm far other race ; 
Through conlellations of unnumber'd ſtars, 
Whoſe fix'd rotations no croſs impulſe mars; 
Through 12diant files of planets, each a world, 
By hand divine in various orbits huri'd : 

Where beings, of ſuperiour rank to men, 
Inſpir'd with higher intellectual ken, 

Rejoice, no envy, obloquy, or ſtrife, 

In all the chaſte delights of ſocial life; 

Fleſ,'d with their Marxezr's preſence, like the pair 
That once breath'd Epzx's unpoliuted air; 
Immaculate from Guilt's opprobrious ſtain, 
Uncheck's by conſcience, and untouch'd by pain; 
Adorn'd with Beauty's ſentimental grace, 

No cares to cloud, no ſorrows to efface. 

His preſence — not tremendous to confound, 
Thick terrours inacceſlible around; 

Not overwhelming in the blaze of light, 
Which angels view not with undazzled fight ; 
Nor deep amid night's ſallen gloom conceal'd, 
But in benignant majeſty reveal'd. 
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For who would dare ALuicuty pow'r coufine, 
Stint Wiſdom, or philanthropy divine, 

That, far in ether's circumambient void, 
Rais'd by a word, as by a breath deſtroy'd, 
Each pond'rous orb on its proud axis ſpun, 

To point its various regions to the ſun; 

Grac'd by its equipage of worlds around, 

And compaſs'd wide by oceans without bound; 
Though of his works moſt obvious to our view, 
Nothing to what Omnipotence can do ? 

Oft, by too complex boundleſs ſcenes ingroſs'd, 
In the bright maze of radiant wonders loft, 
Fancy exhauſted intermits her range, 

Fond of gradations, or ſucceſſive change; 

O'er Earth's inchanting objects caſts her glance, 
Where fimpler beauties ſmile at her advance, 
Yet, as originally form'd fer man, 

Not perfect lefs in Heav'n's diſtinguiſh'd plan. 

Now, when from climates far remote returu'd, 
Where late his lamp in mid-day glory burn'd, 
The ſun, colleRed in his ſofteſt light, 

Pours his increaſing ſi lendours on the fight, 
Love's melting thrill of tranſport to impart, 
And chaſe the damps of ſadneſs from the heart; 
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Now ſtould we quit the filken bed of eaſe, 


Where lengthen'd flurabers hurt us while they pleaſe, 


Soon as the Dawn, fair harbinger of day, 


Gil the horizon with here rly ray; 


White Night's thick ſhades, before her ſacred eye, 


As fogs before the wind, diſparted fly. 
Now, Muſic calls from ev'ry buſh, “ Ariſe, 
* The morning-ftar grows languid in the ſkies ; 
«« Deeper the eaſt ting'd with carnation glows, 
„% While you iadulge in indolent repoſe; 
« Ariſe, and ere his journey is begun, 
„ge ready to ſalute the full-orb'd ſun, 
The full-orb'd ſun, ſet to a thouſand eyes, 
« Fond of his wonted viſit to our ges; 
„% Plecas'd to behold an active world aſt'r, 
Of Vice aſham'd, and unenſlav'd by her.” 
Now ev'ry godlike faculty and pow'r, 
Invigorated through the midnight hour, 
When ſlumber's opiate finger clos'd the eyes, 
Exults, expands, glows, and affects the ſkies. 
Through depths of ſtudy, ſciences ſublime, 
Motion, eternity, ſpace, matter, time, 
Unbounded now the vagrant fancy's caught, 
In all the ſwift rapidity of thought. 
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How ſweet to viſit ſome ſequeſter'd bow'r, 
Or green receſs, at this calm fileat hour! 
Some archiag alley's melancholy ſhade, 
Embroider'd meadow, or cool upland glade ! 
To wander thoughtrul o'er the wide-ftretch'd lawn, 
Breathing the humid fragrance of the dawn ! 
Or from ſome airy hill's aſpiring height, 
Gildcd with early beams of crimſon light, 

To mark the gradual flow approach of day, 
And ſee how darkneſs gently fades away! 
How ev'ry obje& riſes to the view, 

But dimly ſeen, wet with nocturnal dew ! 

Or fir'd by ſome enthuſiaſtic page, 

The envy, boaſt, and model of the age 

With genius, taſte, and ſolid learning fraught, 
To ſwell in conſcious di;;nity of thought ; 
Triumphant borne cu Faith's exulting wings, 
Sceptres and thrones view'd as inferiour things, 
To riſe above earth's ſublunary clime, 

And think ourſelves immortal for the time. 
Or, when we ſhift our viſionary plan, 

Sink down apace, and dwiudle into man ; 
Where cryſtal-pointed rocks, and caverns wide, 


Reſponſes quick return from fide to ſide, 
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Sog, from the hautboy's modulated throat, 
To ſwell the gentle, tender, thrilling note, 
Symphonious with a croud of warblers round, 
While diſtant hills return each pleaſing ſound, 

Such entertainments, not tc few confiu'd, 
But obvious to the bulk of humankind, 

True bliſs to man's capacious wiſh impart, 
And wake the nobleſt feelings of the heart. 
Such entertainments keep his thoughts aloof 
From vice, that conſtant object of reproof; 
Calm a!l his paſſions (the reverſe a crime) 
And leave no ſtupid vacuum in time; 

Aſſiſt his hopes on wing of fire to riſe, 

And train him up an angel for the ſcics. 

Now ſimple, various, regular througt opt, 
By a ſtrong hedge of haw:torrs ivac'd about, 
The Olitory in fair preſy && lies, 

To drink the genial moikure of the ſkies z 
Where herbs unnum be {patriarchal fare) 
And roots their vegetable pulp prepare. 
There all along the pleas'd obte; ver walke, 
Where artichokes erect their Iofly flalks, 


Maturing, to accommed.tc th: bord, 


A dainty rich as culture can aftord ; 
Vos. I. L 
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Yonder, with tendrils creeping through the mold, 
Where cucumbers acquire their icy cold, 
Furniſh'd with gelid juices for the treat, 
Amid the fervours of meridian heat, 
No oftentatious group of radiant hues, 
No gorgeous liv'ry here the floriſt views. 
No odours evaneſcent hence exhale, 
No dulcet dews to load the breathing pale. 
Kind Nature here 1s buſied to produce 
Objects not form'd for pleaſure, but for uſe. 
Hail, Pax EI cf creation! Friend of man! 
How gracious, how benevolent's thy plan! 
Through heav'n and earth's unmeaſurable ſpace, 
Adapted to the ſeaſon, and the place, 
'Fhy hand 1s ever open'd to beſtow, 
Thy favours boundleſs as our wiſhes flow ! 

On yonder gentle elevation, whence 
The checker'd proſpect is beheld immenſe, 
With tinQs and pencil ready in his hand, 
The painter occupies his airy ſtand ; 
While Light's mild ſetting ray, no veil behind, 
(z311ds each alluring object to his mind. 
Now to the laughing mead, or verdant hill, 
Je glances round, fi!l charm'd, delighted til. 
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Where herds regale on herbage to their wiſh, 
And roſy milk-maids heap the fragrant diſh ; 
Now to the hamlet, at ſome diſtance ſeen, 
Emboſom'd in a knot of beeches green; 

Or ſteeple glitt'ring to the pointed ray, 

Or mighty ruin leaning to decay ; 

Next to ſome giddy rock's projecting height, 
Pendent o'er caverns dark as tenfold night ; 
Or lofty bridge, whoſe ample arches ſtride 
Unmov'd o'er ſome fam'd river's rapid tide ; 
Nor &oes the ſhepherd, with his truſty cur, 
Nor ploughman, as he turns the ſlanting fur, 
Nor avenue, nor viſta, plac'd beſido 

Some grandee's ſeat, the boaſt of titled pride; 
Nor colonnade, with Doric figures grac'd, 
Nor glats-roof'd ſtove in warmth congenial plac'd , 
Nor obeliſk, whoſe Parian columns riſe 
Magnificently towering to the ſcics; 

Nor temple built on ſome majeſtic height, 

To terminate the boundaries of fight ; 


Nor angler playing his fictiticus fly, 
Nor woodland hind, elude his curious eye. 
Now finiſh'd out in blended light and ſtade, 
Fult it, and then the landſcape is ſurvev'd; 
E 2 


52 VERTUMNUS; or, Book III. 


Alternate, left ſome ſlighter fault eſcape, 
In ſte, in colour, ſymmetry, or ſhape. 
The ſtrict review, repeated o er and o'er, 
Serves only to enhance his joy the more. 
Pleas'd with the nice preciſion of his art, 
He mari: the ſemblance juſt in ev'ry part, 
Delighted in ſuch narrow bounds to bring 
The choiceſt beauties of the full-blown Spring. 

Nor ſhall AzveL1a, in yon arch'd alcove, 
Eſpalier- walk, or viita-open'd grove, 

rom empty Life's impertinence retir'd, 

Pais her ſequeſter'd moments unadmir'd, 
'The.e, on a ſofa of fweet-ſcented flow'rs, 
While Spring ſeems to prolong the ſoften'd hours, 
With deep attention, and enraptur'd look, 
Curious ſhe pores on ſome applauded book, 
Which genius animates, which fancy fires, 
Know edge enriches, and chaſle wit inipires, 
Or thoughtful muſes through the ſoleun ſn. de, 
Which no rude ſounds or hoſtile ſteps invade. 
Far from the haunts of Fain and of Pride, 
Were Peace and Frierdihip, filters twain, reſide. 


Far from the glance of Envy, pale as death, 


Ceniure's bold tongue, and Slander's baueful breath. 
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Where, tir'd with kings and paraſites to mix, 
Delighted their abode the Muſes fix; 

Seldom to ſuch inſpiring glooms purſu'd, 

In ſolitudes by mortals ſeldom woo'd. 

Where Melancholy's penſive train reſort, 

And Meditation holds her filent court; 
Frequented, not by Paſſion's headſtrong band, 
Viich flames or pointed daggers in their hand; 
But by each Virtue, gentle, modeſt, Kind, 
Chaſte inmate of the heav'n-attemper'd mind. 
Hither, to ſhun the ſcorching noontide ray, 
F.ver with ſuch aſſociates fond to ſtray, 
ArveLlia fteals with tranſport from the throng, 
Where Mode and Int'reſt ſettle right and wrong 
Where Self, though often in a fair diſguiſe, 
Her ſordid arts is licens'd to practiſe; 

Where but a few avow, and that by ſtealth, 
The love of virtue, or contempt of wealth : 
While Folly laughs contemptuous at the man, 
Whoſe views extend beyond the preſent ſpan, 
Who, from fix'd motives, not a tranſient mocd 
Dares nobly to be ſingularly good ; 


For tyrant Faſhion makes more errant fools. 


Who err by method, and offend by rules. 
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Than who, from hecdleſs levity within, 
Or from direct intention, groisly fin. 

While in one airy, vain, phantaſtic round, 
With Folly's many-colour'd garland crown'd, 
FLavilLta lightly triſles time away, 

Her ſcle ſabhme ambition to be gay; 

To place a brilliant, or a patch diſpoſe, 
Leſt greater taſte admir'd Aux rA ſhows 
To run through, on the celebrated tour, 
Civ iiity's whole ſcience in an hour; 

To boaſt a ſet of coxcombs at her call, 
Sl:ine at a play, or flutter at a ball; 

A: cards diſplay her maſculine addreſs, 

Her ardour doubled, as her fortune leſs: 
Viile thus FLaviria learns the modern art, 
From all her native ſoftneſs to depart 
Tha: female dignity which only can 

Secure the right of conqueſt over men; 

Ax DEL1A, though the frſt of woman-kind, 
Alike for charms of perſon as of mind; 
Whom birth ennobles, Fortune greatly lifts 
Above the Sex by her peculiar gifts ; 


To whoſe kind let no common taler.ts fall, 
Acmii'd, re ſpe cited, and belov'd by all; 
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On Virtue much her raviſh'd thoughts emplovs, 

And much partakes of her unenvy'd joys, 

Never, a partial boaſt almoſt her own, 

More throngly occupied than when alone : 

While zephyrs through the flaunting woodbines ſtray, 

As if in whiſpers their devoirs to pay ; i 

And overhead a choir of warblers fing, 

In ſweeteſt ſtrains, hers, and the charms of Spring, 
Nor wonder Virtue rivets her reſpec, 

While riches are beheld with fx'd neglect ; 

For Taſte and Self appear on Virtuc's Bde, 

At once preſerve our intereſts ard our pride. 

The more true virtue we admire and love, 

Pleafing the more Spring's beautegus objeRs prove. 

In loving her what heights ſce'er we gain, 

Inſolvents {li to Virtue we remain, 

For chiefly to the man, wheatc'er he be, 

Of rank pre-eminent, or mean degree, 

Who, taught in Reaſon's, not the 5t2ic's ſchool, 

Keeps all his rar.ous paſſions under rule; 

Guards againt fature errours, mends the paſt, 

And lives each day as if decrec d bis laſt; 

Spring is the iwarce, where-e'er he turns his view, 


Of pleaſures ever exquiſite, and new; 
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Ambitious ſtill to entertain the man, 

Who nobly acts on ſo ſublime a plan; 

A plan, laid down by Virtue for her ſons, 
Which parallel with life immortal runs. 

In ev'ry place an elegance he finds, 
Unnotic'd, unadmir'd, by vulgar minds ; 
Urmari'd by Study's microſcopic eye, 

That boal's ſuch hidden wonders ſhe can ſpy, 
Grand in effect, as in deſign immenſe, 
Beyond dull Vifion's unaſſiſted ſenſe. 

The charms of ſtructure, ſymmctry, and hue, 
So valu'd by the philoſophic few, 

Are but a part (let kings with clowns condole) 
Cf the divincly- complicated Whole. 
NewToON, ſuperiour to the herd of men, 

As, to a mortal's, is an ange!'s ken, 
F..thom'd Heav'n's depths unmezfurably far, 
Balanc'd in its brig!:t orbit ev'ry ſtar ; 

And hence, in full magnificence of proof, 

V. hile infidels, aſtoniſh'd, Rood aloof, | 
Deduc'd one firſt, ſupreme, almighty Cauſe, 
Acting by tated and eternal laws. 


But Virtue's ſon, though Learning's paths untrod, 


In ev'ry common inſtance fiuds a God. 


The PROGRESS of SPRING. 57 


Finds Him, and with the raptures of a YounG, 
When rains of Paradiſe flow'd from his tongue, 
(In Night's deep car yet ſwell the platative lays) 
Riſes to all the ccitaſy of praiſe. 

He, with a title monarchs dare not claim, 
Uubcunded views the Uriverſal Frame, 
And, while his knees their prompt devotion: pay, 
With humble confidence can boldly ſay, 
« For me the cartains of the ſcy were ſpread, 
&« And ſun, and moon, and ſtars in glory clad. 
« For me, while ſcraphins exulting ſung, 
« In ambient air Earth's mighty orb was hung. 
« For me, the Seaſons roll the myſtic round, 
« In ev'ry change peculiar bleſſings found; 
« While grateful clouds drop fatueſs on the plain, 
& In lucid dew-drops, or in ſhow'rs of rain. 
« For me, by ſapient laws ſupreme!” 1155t, 
« Alternately ſuccced the Day and. v . 
For me, mild zephyrs cool the nc a- Ude heat, 
And ſavages to foreſt-glooms retreat. 
% For me, while inoſſenſive lightnings glow, 


4% Loud thunders break, and winds tumultacus blow, 


„% To purge the vital fluid of the air, 
© Leſt fozs and foul infections harbour there, 
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For me the hills with gentle ſlope aſcend, 


. 15 - # * a” 
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« And verdute- painted vales beneath extend; 

« While gurgling rills in fluid cryſtal glide, 

« Ard cattle feaſt on Nature's flowery pride. 
For me, ſecure from Want's increas'd alarm, 
Beauty and Plenty ſpread their ev'ry charm ; 
« To touch the ſprings of Tranſport various ways, 
Or court the ſtudious eye's elab'rate gaze. 

«« For me, aloft the groves umbrageous ſhoot, 

% And ripen'd orchards bend with mellow fruit, 
« Where all the gay muſicians of the Spring 
„From care and ſorrow their exemption ſing. 
* For me, the Deep's illimitable ſpace 

„ Swarms with its millions of the finny race. 
For me, the mountain, in its precious veins, 
« Maſſes matur'd of ductile ore contains, 

«© Or marble, boaſted monument of fame, 
To bear ſome mighty Hero's ſculptur'd name. 
« For me, the diamond ſparkles on the rock, 

© And coral bluſbes on its parent ſtack. 

« For me the jorquil elegantly Elooms, 

« And roſes laviſh round their ſof: perfumes. 

« For me, the bees through ſcented bloſſoms ſtray, 
4. And ſip their arowati2 breath away. 


| 
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« For me, the injur'd fibre to renew, 

The healing plant diſtills its lenient dew, 

„ For me, the vine's impurpled cluſter ſwells, 

« And juicy melons fill their turgid cells.“ 
But ſmall were his poſſcſſions, if confin'd 

To bleſſings offer'd to all human kind. 

With leſs contracted amplitude of thought, 

Wich expectations more ſublimely fraught, 

Thus may his heart dilate, his boſom glow, 

Thus his full raptures in big utt'rance flow ; 

« When earth and ſkies to nothing ſhall decay, 

« And in their orbits planets melt away ; 

«© When Time, coeval with yon radiant ſun, 

« His ſand-glaſs of a thouſand ages run, 

« Shall to Eternity his charge reſign, 

« And worlds adjudg'd ſurround the bar divine; 

4% For me, with gods and angels to be ſhar'd, 

« A ſlate of bliſs and glory is prepar'd, 

« Vaſt as my boundleſs wiſhes can extend, 

« And laſting, like my being, without end.” 
But ſee, what gentle objects court us hence, 


And ſpread their charms to captivate each ſenſe. 


Shall we the pleaſing ſummons diſobey? 
What half ſo ſweet, fo elegant as they! 


The End of the TIR D BOOx. 
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B O O K IV. 


OW in the broad parterre, or terrace-walk, 


N 


By ſtated turns the flowery tribes ariſe, 


Of various odour, drapery, and ftalk, 


Mantled in livery of a thouſand dyes, 

For not to one too partial Nature fix'd, 

In colours with her choiceft pencil mix'd, 
As months advance, alternate they diſplay 
Their virgin beauties to the bluſhing ray; 
While all the watchful Floriſt's ceaſcleſs care 
With indiſcriminating favour ſhare. 


Some round he ſhelters from intruſive cold, 


Ard borders with warm earth of fertile mold. 


Careful he marks, leſt ſome miſhap befalls, 
Where the rude inſet lights, or reptile crawls ; 
Where moles, to diſcompoſe his plots around, 
Run darkling their ſlant paths along the ground; 
Checks timely thoſe that too luxuriant ſpread, 
And clears cf noxious weeds the fragrant bed. 
Nor do what others lighter trifles deem, 

Such to the Floriſt's ready caution ſeem. 

Some he diſpoſes in a fairer view, 

To heighten or their attitude or hue. 
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On ſome, that love to drink in frequent ſhow'rs, 

In drops effuſive he the moiſture pours. 

Some on ſupports he gently makes to reſt, 

Or by their ſtature or their bulk oppreſt. 

From thoſe removes each intervening ſcreen, 

That more affect in ſunſhine to be ſeen, 

Then, with fond look and intermingled ſmile, 

His heart with rapture thrilling all the while, 

His finely-varied fam'ly he ſurveys, 

Not without ſome ſelf-arrogated praiſe. 

Struck with the elegance of Art, that more 

Pleaſes, as oft examin'd o'er and o'er. 

Struck too with Nature's eaſy ſoft addreſs, 

Beauty's fluſh'd touch, and Wiſdom's fine impred ; 

Whence infinite diverſities we view 

Of conformation, foliage, and of hue ; 

No narrow limits, or to ſkill divine, 

The charms of form, or wonders of deſign. 
One all in ſnowy white itſelf attires, 

Another the deep indigo admires. 

Some clothe in royal purple to be ſeen, 

Some full imbibe the em'rald's vivid green. 

Others apart their ſilken leaves unfold, 

Finely bedropt with crimſon, or with gold. 
Vor. I, F 
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While numbers in the ſapphire's lighter blue, 

Ethereal tincture, ſip the trickling dew. 

Vainly would Art each ſoft gradation trace, 

Much leſs improve, or add one ſingle grace. 
But not diſtinguiſh'd by their tints alone, 

What ſumptuous taſte in their apparel ſhown ! 

Some dreſs themſelves in ſuits of ſtiff brocade, 

And ſome in figur'd lutſtring are array'd. 

Vonder a tribe of beauties, lately blown, 

F!:unt in looſe tiſue mantles round them thrown. 

And kere arrang'd another claſs ſelect 

Cour: our approach, in clouded velvet deck'd. 

While ſome, to decorate the ſplendid year, 

In ſatin robes of coſtly gloſs appear. 

All, all is neatnefs, delicacy, taſte, 

Nothing deficient Icft, yet nothing waſte ! 

Nature form'd each in her peculiar way, 

Wich ber cara pencil painted them ſo gay; 

In ſilks attir'd them wove in her oz? loom, 

Ard on them copious breath'd her eren perſume. 
Sce ! by the Seaſon's mild return in ſſ ir'd, 

To rapt'rous heights of contemplation fir'd, 

With grand ideas, bold conceptions fraught, 

ro the third Heav'ns, like him of Tarſus, caught; 
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The Poet to ſome conſecrated ſhade, 

Ferm'd to awake the fancy and to aid, 

Retires from all the little cares of Life, 

Its ſordid pleaſures, and ignoble Rrife ; 

A world within himſelf, without its train 

Of IIydra evils, guilt, remorſe, and pain, 
The freſh blown beauties of the bright-ey'd May, 

That bluſh beneath the ſun's enamour'd ray; 

The murmuring brook, that down from rocky hills 

In fluid ſilver copiouſly diſtills; 

The orangery ting'd with ruddy gold, 

In glaſs apartments ſhelter'd from the cold ; 

Tae flowery meadow ftretch'd in fair extent, 

Tae foreſi- nodding mountain's ſteep aſcent ; 

The grove's adjuſted rows, that waving riſe 

In leafy pomp majeſtic to the ſkies, 

Concealing, from broad Noon's officious glow, 

A thouſand tender ſcenes that paſs below ; 

The garden's gravel'd walks, and order'd beds, 

V'nere flow'rs ſucceſſive lift their painted heads; 

Amongſt unnumber'd objefts, each ſurpaſs'd 

In Crapery and ſtructure by the laſt, 


Deneath his magic pencil charm anew, 


With graces ſaperadded to the view. 
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Oft. times, by ſubjects more auguſt inflam'd, 
He ſings of monarchs and of heroes fam'd ; 
Of patriots ſleady in their Country's cauſe, 
The mighty bulwarks cf its rights and laws ; 
Such heroes, kings, and patriots, as maintain 
Agio unrival'd empreſs of the main; 
Steals from the annals of each diſtant age, 
(A theft how glorious !) to enzich his page, 
The genius, learning, virtues, taſte, and fire, 
Which men by inſtinct catch, while they admire 
And, into various lights and graces thrown, 
With juſt ſelection, makes them all his own. 
As in a breathing wilderneſs of flow'rs, 
Relax'd by heat, and moiſt with new-fall'n ſhow'rs, 
From bloom to bloom the bee induſtrious flies, 
Sips its choice ſweets, and loads its little thighs, 
Love, kind affection, till innately fraught 
With candcur, truth, and elegance of thought, 
With ev'ry ſoft reſinement of deſire, 
Sets his according numbers next on fire. 
Through all its doubts, perplexities, and cares, 
Or when it hopes, or wiſhes, or deſpairs ; 
Its quick diſguſts, its pride, and pert diſdain, 
o meekneſs and ſubmiſſion turn'd again; 
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He traces out the Paſſion's pleaſing wo, 

With ev'ry aid Invention can beſtow : 

And while he ſings, in heart- affecting trains, 

Haply the tyrant in his boſom reigns. 

Haply, he feels (his lines the ſecret tell) 

Each ſoft ſenſation he deſcribes ſo well, 

That ſympatay ineffable, which binds 

Concordant tempers, and congenial minds, 

Elſe, whence the clouded brow, the tear-ſwoln eye, 

The look diſconſolate, and burſting ſigh ? 

Why, elſe, to melancholy muſings prone ? 

Whence ſo ſolicitous to be alone? 

Elated now, now ſunk beyond relief ? 

Cheeks fluſh'd with rapture, or ſuffus'd in grief? 
But chiefly, when his Maker's glorious praiſe 

Fires his rapt muſe, and claims ſuperiour lays, 

Sublime he ſoars, above the vulgar throng, 

In all the conſcious majeſty of ſong. 

Faith's beatific views, Ambition's aim, 

Devotion's raptures, Love's ſeraphic flame, 

The flights of Genius, depths of Thought profound, 

The pomp of Style, and harmony of Sound; 

Now all conſpire (but all how far below 

The mighty Theme !) to make his numbers glow. 
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Paternal Deity ! Creator wiſe! 
His footſtool earth, eternal throne the ſkies! 
Who walks ſerene upon the tempeſts' wing, 
And lifts the iſlands as the ſmalleſt thing! 
In ſcales the everlaſting mountains weighs, 
And holds in hollow of his hand the ſeas ! 
Light like a dazzling garmeat round him ſpread, 
And awful darkneſs his pavilion dread ! 
His voice the triple thander of the ſky ! 
Lightning the vivid flaſhes of his eye ! 
Earthquakes, convulſing Nature's frame abroad, 
The angry ſtamps of an offended God ! 
What language not immortal can define 
Eſſential glory! majeſty divine 

Theſe give unſully'd luſtre to the year, 
And make the Spring ſo exquiſite appear, 
Elſe one unbounded, one unlovely waſte, 
Each beauteous object fled, each charm defac'd. 
Theſe undiminiſh'd in the Godhead ſhone, 
Ador'd by angels circling round the throne, 
Ere Man aroſe from animated duſt, 
Benign his aſpeR, as his form auguſt ; 
And ſhall, completed Heav'n's immenſe deſigu, 
The wonder of new worlds eternal ſhine, 


Book IV. 


E 


The PROGRESS of SPRING. 67 


But, after Fancy's eagle-flights were o'er, 
And heav'n-illumin'd Genius could no more 3 
Thus, conſcious all his beſt eſſays how vain, 
Might the rapt bard conclude his humble ſtrain. 
% O great Original of life, and good, 

* And excellence ! how little underſtood ! 

% From firſt to laſt unchangeably the ſame ! 

« I AM— thy dread unutterable name 

„% Eternal King of kings! Almighty Pow'r ! 
% On whom depends Creation ev'ry hour, 

« Depends for ſupport, beauty, order, life, 
« Elſe one vaſt ſcene of elemental ftrife ! 

« Oh! pardon (anpels fail alike with me) 
This impotent attempt to ſing of Thee! 
How ſhall a worm Omnipotence addreſs ; 

* Range its confin'd ideas, or expreſs ? 

„To Thee can languid mortal praiſe extend? 
« Or infinite thought finite comprehend ? 

% Yet, though retir'd on high from human ſight 
« In manſions unapproachable of light; 
„Though angels thy creative footſteps trace 
Through all the vaſt immenſity of ſpace ; 

«« If Majeſty Supreme can ſtoop fo low, 

« Or on a worthleſs worm a look beſtow ; 
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4 Oh be Thou ever, merciful and kind, | 
% As Virtue finds Thee, preſent to my mind; 
„From ſudden weighty trials to ſecure, 

« Which Nature 1s too feeble to endure ; 

«« Or, if permitted, that, without a tear, 

„% Reaſon ae may their preſſure bear. 

„ To Thee, before the firſt approach of light, 
„ Diſpels the congregated gloom of night, 

*« Or welcome ſlumbers cloie my willing eyes, 
„% May, like pure inceaſe, my devotions riſe. , 
« If Fortune“ her proud favours ſhould beſtow, | 
« And life's fall cup with bleſſings overflow; 

„In Thee alone may I expect tu find 

« An equable and unclated mind. 

« But if Heav'n's boon is a depreſs'd eſtate, 

« And poverty is my appointed fate ; 
« May the pert tongue of Diicontent refrain, 
If it would boldly venture to complain. 


_ * * * £ 


Let the reader be here informed, once for all, that nothing 
is meant by Fortune, in this or any other place, but ſuch 
a criſis or revolution in human affairs, or in the circum- 
ances of individuals, as ſcems immediately to reſult from the 
mere folly, caprice, and paſſions of mankind, In this ſenſe 
the word Fortune, ſo often, and fo indiſcriminately uſed by au- 
thors, happily enough ſupplie s the place of a tedious circumlocy- 


Non, 
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To Thee, when my unwary footſtep ſtrays 
© In Guilt's broad path, or Errour's dubious maze, 
„% May I with ſudden recollection look, 
« Though to receive the timely ſharp rebuke, 
« Oh! led amid ths gloom by Wiſdom's ray, 
« Soon, wand'ring, may I find the better way. 

* In each condition, ev'ry change below, 
© May'l the end and motive learn to know; 
„The meaſure juſt, and conſequence of things, 
* What flows from Prudence, what from Folly 
« Thy ſapient diſtributions ſtill in view, [ſprings ; 
To give Thee all the glory that is due. 
« If Prejudices rule with tyrant ſway, 
„% Teach them the voice of Reaſon to obey, 
f Paſſion domineers with wild uproar, - 
Speak, and again the Mind's loſt peace reſtore, 
« To Thee, when ſickneſs or diſtreſs draw nigh, 
« May I direct my help-imploring eye, 
« When all the boaſted remedies of Art, 
„% And friends themſelves, in vain their aid impart + 
And O! at that, perhaps not diſtant, hour, 
« When Health, impair'd in ev'ry alive pow'r, 
% In the laſt ſpark of animation flits, 
« Glows out afreſh, and languiſhes by fits; 
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« When by a threal all human ſafety hangs, 

And thought anticipates Life's parting pangs; 

Father of mercy ! graciouſly impart 

% Solace and :oafort :. drooping heart! 

„In Thee Supreme, ſole Conquerour of death, 

% O may I triumph with my lateſt breath!“ 
How fitted, Spring, thy objects to impart 

Virtue's ſublimeſt feelings to the heart ! 

To elevate our hopes and wiſhes hence, 

And give a moral poignance to the ſenſe ! 

Religion, while ſhe treads thy paths of flew'rs, 

Or 1a till glooms with Thee protracts the hours, 
where thy ſtreamlets in meanders flow, 

Taſtes thoſe delights the world can ne'er beſtow. 

The breaſt enthuſiaſtic rapture fires, 


Something unknown prompts our enlarg'd deſires ; 


Quick on the wing of lightning Fancy's caught, 
Big images of things expand the thought ; 

| Unheard of wealth Imagination counts, 

Her pinnacle of fame Aubition mounts ; 

We ſpeak and look, as more than mortal men; 
Soar with an ange!'s eye, an angel's ken; 
When, gentle Spring, the magic cf thy ſcenes 


Arreſts the eye, and thrills along our veins, 


* 


r 
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Who can behold Earth's beauteous offsprings round, 


See ſoft returning verdure clothe the ground, 
Hear jocund muſic warble from each ſpray, 
And mark the glories of the god of day, 
Nor find his boſom fir'd, his thoughts alert, 
Him niggard Nature form'd without a heart, 
Such ne'er improves on Education's plan, [man. 
Though more than br tes, ſtill ſomething leſs than 
But huſh — no ſ:tice ſhall our page deform, 
Spring's gentle reign but ſeldom knows a ſtorm, 
Who would from her fair landicapes lift his eye, 
A dunghill, or its tenant worm, to ſpy ? 
Let the harſh pen be emptied of its gall, 
Spring now but ſweets and dews permits to fall. 
O bear me, Fancy, on thy fleet-wing'd car, 
To climes unknown, to regions diſtant far, 
Where vertical the ſun his pow'r diſplays, 
Thron'd in refalgent majeſty of blaze. 
Where Beauty her more ſplcndid form aſſumes, 
And univerſal Spring eternal blooms, 
Where, nouriſh'd by earth's rich-concoQted ſap, 
While buſy Science fills her outſpread lip, 
Annual, the plant, the balmy herb's renew'd, 
With ſov'ceign virtues variouſly endu'd. 
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Where rivers, famous in immortal ſong, 4 
On golden ſands tranſparent glide along; 1 
Whoſe lofty banks, by woods pomacious grac'd, 
Bluſh with rich fruit, bigh-favour'd to the taſte. ' 
Where unctuous ſhrubs, and honey-dropping trees, 
And liquid gums, ſcent the favonian breeze, 
Where orange-loaded foreſts deeply glow, 
Spice-bearing groves, and citron orchards blow. 
Where, through the ſunk receſſes of the mine, 
Metals, for ages hid, reſplendent ſhine, 
The virgin filver, of no vulgar pore, 
And goid's more highly-eſtimated ore. 
Where purple rubies flame in common ſtone, 
And diamonds, deſtin'd for ſome monarch's throne, 
Pure harden'd ether, light's concenter'd rays, 
Or ſingly ſparkle, or in cluſters blaze. 

But what avail their temp'rature of ſkies, 


And fertile lawns, where fruits ſpontaneous riſe ? 
Their myrtle ſhades, and vales adorn'd with flow'rs, 
Elyſian walks, and amaranthine bow'rs ? 1 
There Accidents put on a thouſand forms, J 
Diſeaſes, famine, plague, vulcanos, ſtorms. 
There Sickneſs takes her periodic range, 


While Generations ev'ry luſtrum change; 
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Endleſs Diſeaſes croud her ghaſtly train, 


. 
* * * 


x In languor ſank, or agoniz'd with pain; 
Conſumption, with emaciated look, 

And pale-lipp'd Ague like an aſpen ſtook, 
There Tyranny, curs'd with imperial ſway, 
Beholds his millions abjectly obey ; 
Ihe titled peer, with his domeſtic clown, 
Alike beneath the terrour of his ſrown. 

There Earthquakes, while dread Nature makes a 

Open enormous their expanded jaws, [ pauſe, 

The ſuperb temple, and the regal tow'r, 

Buricd beneath, in one devoted hour. 

There Peſtilence blows round her tainted breath, 

And riots in the horrid feaft of death; 

Cuts off alike the grandee with his ſlave, 

And makes whole towns and provinces a grave. 


There the vaſt Wild unhoſpitable glooms, 


V here brutal life each dreaded form aſſumes; 
| Where ſavage: in furious paſtime play, 

1 Or ſtrew with carnage their inſanguin'd way. 
5 There, brooding long portentous o'cr the deep, 
| Frequent abroad impetuous Whirlwinds ſweep, 

While lightnings in exceſſive flaſhes glare, 
And ſmells ſulphureous taint the fiery air, 
Vor. I. G 
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Thunders round rattle formidably loud, 
And torrents burſt from each diſtended cloud, 


e 


There, laying waſte the labours of an age, 
The gorg'd Vulcano gathers all its rage; 

Or vomits forth, in ſeas of melted ore, 
Earth's glowing entrails, with exploſive roar, 
Maſies of pitch, rocks ſubterranean broke 
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In molten fragments, wrapt in flame and ſmoke. 

Why then abroad ſtretch Fancy's eagle-wing, 

Fluin'd by the vital ſpirit of the Spring, | 

When homeward, no ſuch terrours to alarm, 

Suns milder ſhine, and fairer proſpects charm ? 

When bleſſings of a more ſubſtantial kind, 

But by our withes and our hopes conſin'd, 

Each comfort that to ſweeten life can tend, 

On ev'ry Seaſon's grateful wing deſcend. 
Rather on ALB10x's celebrated coaſt, 

The boaſt of nations, as fair Freedom's boaſt, 

Which rocks in hoſtile range ſurround immenſe, 

Nature's own ramparts rais'd for her defence; 

Of healthful air, and cultivated foil, 

Where no fell pontifs threat, nor tyrants ſpoil ; 

Which occans from the Continent divide, 


Let me in bleſs'd ſecurity reſide ; 


— ä — — 


5 Ye a ; 
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To fur-clad Ixnpians, Heav'n's ſole boon to them, 
Left the reſplendent ore, and coſtly gem. 
Religion, here, with mercy-beaming eyes, 

As when ſhe came a ſeraph from the ſkies; 
Virtue, that ſuch deſert reflects on man, 

His erduous courſe of deſtin'd trial ran; 

Whife- mantled Peace, that hates the bloody ſcene, 
And Liberty, in ſweet conjunction, reign, 

Here darling Property's to a'l enſur'd, 

By public faith inviolate ſecur'd, 

While each, as fancy, taſte, or eaſe incline, 

Sits underneath his own embow'ring vine. 

Here, equal with his lord's, the vaſſal's cauſe 
Enjoys the naked ſentence of the laws, 

While royal favour flows alike to all, 


At Virtue's ſuffrage, or at Merit's cal!, 


Better the meaneſt cottager, if free, 

Than the proud riban'd fave of high degree 

Here Plenty opens her delighted hand, 

And ſcatters wide her favours round the land ; 

The farm-toil'd Peaſant happy with bis lot, 

His garden- viands, and his low - roof d cot; 

As in their purple robes, and chairs of ſtate, 

The birth-ennobled, ſplendour-circled Great. 
G 2 
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Boundle!s as Nature, yet confn'd by rule, A 
Here godlike Science founds her liberal ſchool ; 3 
Raviſh'd beholds her fame-enraptur'd ſons, 

Along whoſe veins the ſtream of genius rune, 


On wing excurfive their bold flights purſue, 
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And with a glance look all Creation thrcugh, 
Here Art, in her own native climate, thrives, 
Art, that but ſeldom Freedom's fall ſurvives ; 


Sees here, her buſy millions plac'd around, 


—_— 8, 


With great ſucceſs her vaſt inventions crown'd ; 
Life polih'd, manners ſoften'd and refin'd, 
And by degrees enlarg'd the human mind. 
Here Commerce laviſhes her choiceſt ſtores, 
The prime productions of remoteſt ſhores ; 

No gentle gale diſtends the ſheet unfurl'd, 


„ — —— 


But wef.s her all the treaſures of a world, 

Aud here the Muies, with their gentle train, 

That ig ſoft meltirg Elegy complain, 

Or ide te Epic, by Fame's neareſt road, 

Take up with kings and heroes their abode. 
Ilail, Seat of empire! mighty As B10x, bail! 

Still may thy cauſe, and Liberty's, prevail. 

Still may thy fleets, the barriers of thine iſle, 
"hile breezes waft, and ſuns auſpicious ſmile, 


_— 
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Beat back Ambition to her native home, 

As yonder ſurge retires in empty foam, 

And ſtill may one of Bauxnswicx's princely line 
Be both the darling of mankind, and thine, 

Till hoary Time himſelf, ſurviving all, 

Subdu'd, on his own broken ſithe ſhall fall. 

— But ſcenes of ſport now call the Muſe away, 
Too much indulging the digreſſive lay. 

On yonder beaten tract, the village-ſwains, 
In ſtrength robuſt, with youth diſtent their vein? , 
While looks elate their various hopes proclaim, 
Croud from all quarters, candidates for fame. 
With Herculean ſweepy whirl they throw, 

The pond'rous hammer, or the iron crow; 
With vigorous arm flirg light the maſly lone, 
Diverſions fit for Bx1T15 ye ::ths alone; 

Pop the well-rounded quoit wi h dextrous pitch, 
Run the ſwift race, or leap the cuſtom'd ditch : 
Each emulous, as if his all at flake, 

To gain the conteſt, or the lead to take, 
Ambition's not reſtricted to a crown, 

Kings have it but in common with a clown, 

Some, not detain'd enervate at the ſide, 


Plunge in the cloſing pocl's tranſlucent tide, 
G 3 
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Forward, incumbent on the clear expanſe, 

With arms extended fearleſs they advance; 
While, at each ſturdy ſtroke, in vapoury light, 
The tumid wave breaks refluent on the ſight : 
Or down ſome avenue's protraded length, 

With practis'd ſzeep, and fuil-exerted ſtrength, 
Each fellow'd with his brawny-limb'd compeer, 
The glowing bullet roll in fleet career: 

Others, as kings of old us'd to contend, 

With happy aim the bow elaitic bend, 
While forth impell'd the rapid arrow ſprings, 


* 
4 _— 


And whizzes up on well-proportion'd wings. 
Theſe are the Seaſon's p<riodic ſports, 

Here Health, with all her äorid vain, reſorts ; 7 

Here pale Conſu-npiion's M at-d form's ne'er ſeen, 1 

The Gout, Catarrh, the Havel, or the Spleen, 

Hcre all in native gaict, appcar, 

A temper ſympathetic with the Year, 

Such are the exerc.ſes that beltow 

The ſtrong- brac'd finew, and tne ruddy glow ; 

Lengthen, witli bisſſinzs fraught, tie narrow ſpan 

That circuniſeribes the llaied life of man; 

Bleſſings, when, heply, men their 40 fs deplore, 

But Hezv'r, and WayT1, and Temp'rance can re- 


ſtore, 
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Bleſſings, alone by active Virtue won, 
From hardy fire tranſmitted to his ſon, 
Such ſcenes of tranquil life, and rural eaſe, 

Such ſcenes, in their own nature form'd to pleaſe, 
Im mortal poets ſung, renown'd of old, 

In happy ages fondly ſtyl'd of gold; 

When men their bliſsful kours in vincyards ſpent, 
With Nature's unextorted gifts content ; 

Ere Rapine and Oppreſſion warn'd mankind, 


In common league, for common good, combin'd, 


- 005 2 
®, 
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To delegate to one 1mperial ſway, 
Whom all with willing fuffrage ſhould obey, 
Such. ſcenes, by ev'ry mild and gentle art, 
. To all the finer feelings mould the heart; 
4 Add iwiftneſs to Time's care-retarded wing, 
| And give a native elegance to Spring. 
Teach that inſtructive leſſon, ſeldom known, 
Though in importance ic cutweighs a {lirone, 
That Happineſs baſks not in Fortune's blaze, 
Nor to the Great her ready viſit pays; 
But with the ſhepherd ſhares the lowly cot, 


How fimple, how obſcure, regarded not. 


Bluſh, ye that boaſt a garter cr a ſtar, 
Behold a peaſant, more ennobled far. 
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Well might a tear the Grecian hero ſhed, 

To dim the ſtarry circlet round his head, 

For, ſhort of happineſs, he knew no reſt, 

Though he a world in proud ſurvey poſſeſt. 
Hail! Happineſs, fair native of the ſkics ! 

What is it thy celeſtial name implies ? 

Is it for wiſe, for excellent to paſs, 

Or heaps of uſeleſs riches to amaſs ? | 

Is it to live in eaſe, exempt from care? 

A haughty monarch's partial ſmile to ſhare : 

Js it to flutter with a titled name, 

Or ſwell elated by a breath of fame ? 

Is it to range through Nature's boundleſs ſpace, 

The endleſs laws of Gravity to trace? 

Studious o'er books with midnight lamp to pore, | 


And Learning's age collected funds explore? 
Js it to weep at Pity's ſoft command? 

Or ſtretch forth Charity's aſſiſtant hand ? . þ 
Is it a form, with ev'ry beauty grac'd ? 
A ſet of features, regularly plac'd ? 

Js it a temper's accidental caſt ? 

A heart by Nature's fineſt touch impreſt : 


Is it the ſpirits moy'd in briſker flow, 
And ſoftly agitated to and fro ? 
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Is it Life's ſalient ſprings adjuſted right, 

And wound up gently to a certain height ? 

No; to the foul opprobrium of mankind, 

Thy ſacred name remains yet undefin'd. 
Nought that reſults from an external cauſe, 
Which chance beſtows, or accident withdraws ; 
Nought to a rank conſin'd, in fame or gain, 
Which few can merit, fewer far obtain; 

But what, as dews from heav'n promiſcuous fall, 
Flows in a conſtant equal tide to all, 

To all alike, that govern, or obey, 

Of Thee a juſt idea can convey. 

Let then fantaſtic Lovers dream no more, 
And all their ſchemes Philoſophers give o'er : 
An humble ſpirit, a contented mind, 

To ill, by choice, averſe, to good inclin'd, 

In ev'ry change of circumſtance the ſame ; 


Compriſe in apt epitome thy name, 


The End of the FounTH Book, 


$2 VERTUMNUS; or, Book V. 


. 


OW ſwells the full- grown orchard on the fight; 


O'erſpread with blo ſoms delicately white; 
Or ftreak'd with crimſon's richly- painted dye, 
With ſaffron tinct, or glow of evening-ſky : 
A wilderneſs of ſoft perfames, more ſweet 
Than in AzaBia's gummy foreſts meet; 
Than what the ſun's prolific ray exhales 
From ſpicy groves, and fragrant Inpran vales. 
Here pear-trees in capacious ſhade extend, 
Soon with their juicy progeny to bend. 
On lofty branches there, luxuriant ſpread, 
The apple ſhows its cheeks of burniſh'd red. 
Along that wall, the apricote and peach 
Baſk in the heat, and ſoften to the reach ; 
And yonder plums, turgeſcent to the view, 
Fatten their luſcious fleſh of cloudy blue. 
How deep, how ſolemn ſpreads each tree around, 
Bent in a thouſand arches to the ground ! 
Mingling their branches in diff;five ſhade, 
Scarce can Noon's brighteſt glance the gloom per- 


vade. 


„ 
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How comes the ſadly-penfive mood unſought ! 


How melancholy ſteals upon the thought! 
Who can the half-ſpontaneous ſigh refule ? 
Who can reſiſt the urgent call to muſe ? 

When we would thrones and diadems deſpiſe, 
And on all human grandeur ſhut our eyes ; 
Peep at Eternity from Time's dark brink, 
Converſe like angels, and lice angels think ; 
Better and wiſer when we with to be, 

From endleſs trials, ſnares, and follies free ; 
To ſuch Retirements, with becoming awe, 


Oft let us from a guilty world withdraw. 
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Here might ſome Bard, whoſe hopes immortal tow': 


Above the poor poſſeſſions of an hour, 

By Faith's ſublime enthuſiaſm ſir'd, 

And long of Life's unmeaning ſameneſs tir'd; 
Thus, with each thought on happineſs intent, 
Might he indulge his ſoul's enamour'd bent. 

% Oh could I, Happineſs ! ſeraphic maid, 

© To whom the univerſe] vow is paid! 

« With Thee rctire to this lequelter'd ſpot, 

% By all, ſave by a faithful friend, forgot; 


«© A friend, whoſe joyous countenance and ſmile 


« Can ſoften care, and pain itſelf beguile ! 
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' 
2 1 
"4 
: 
\ 


% And gild thoſe glooms unviſited by day; 
Not Siren Pleaſure, with her fair pretence, 
Nor Fame, nor Grandeur, ſhould allure me hence. | 
« Science ſhould teach me all her ſacred lore, 

„ Ard with me Fancy on her pinion ſoar. 

« Study exhauſt each genius-kindled page, 
The treaſures and reſearches of an age. 

„ Swcet Meditation, heav'n-deſcended maid, 
„Should lead me through each ſolitary ſhade ; 
Of thought intranc'd ecſtatic flights inſpire, 
And with her tranſports ſet my ſoul on fire. 

«© Beneath the ſpread of ſome romantic tree, 
(All places, cherub ! are alike to thee) 
Where the fond bee with tube ir.ſerted clings, 
Or buzzes round on deeply-loaded wings; 


a A 


Where graſſhoppers chirp their inceſſant note, 
« And the lone robin ſtrains her mournful throat d; 
*« On Nature's verdant lap, ſhould balmy fleep 
Fach willing ſenſe in ſoft oblivion ſteep, 

« Brought gently on (a boaſt unknown to Wealth) 
© And render'd ſound, by exerciſe and health: 


While zephyrs ſcatter odours from their wings, 
„The ſweets quinteſcent of each flow'r that ſprings: 
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„ While Twilight draws her ſable curtain round, 

And Silence guards the conſecrated ground. 

„Peace ſhould conclude the day, as it began, 

“And Virtue form the angel on the man. 

« Each hour to Heav'n ſhould bear ſome ſond requeſt, 

© Not to be mighty, or of pow'r poſſeſt ; 

© Not to claim kindred with a ſplendid name, 

* Or hve recorded in the rolls of fame; 

Not for pre- eminence 1a rank or ſty le, 

« A monarch's favour, or a courticr's ſmile : 

ug But hopes more elevated, leſs confin'd, 

More prompt devotions, and an humbler mind. 

And when Time's meaſur'd ſands were gradual run, 

„And Life its ſtrangely checker'd taf: had done, 

„ Suſtained by mighty Faith's ſ-pporting arm, 

No guilt to ſting, no terrours to alarm; 

„ Flcas'd ſhould the ſpirit wing, from earth ſet free, 

© Its flight to Heav'n, O Happineſs! with thee.“ 
While others form the viſionary ſcheme, 


Of callles in the air phantaſtic dream; 


Wrapt in the love of mercenary gold, 

In wretchedneſs and miſery grow old ; 

On Pleaſure's wanton lap iu Galliance lie, 

And drink ſwiſt poiſon from her darted exe; 
Vol. I. H 
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| 

| 

| His moments thus the virtuous Bard employs, 
And Spring far more than vulgarly enjoys 

| Flatters no ſtateſman, by baſe faction rais'd, 

| Himſelt diſhonour'd, as his patron prais'd ; 

Maligns no worthy vencrable name, 

With parts, alas ! that damn him into fame; 

Takes from himſelf no image of the age, 

Then tc hell ſinks it with a devil's rage: 

But, unſeduc'd by pride, caprice, or pelf, 

Thinks greatly each man better than himſelf; 

While Nature feaſts with fruit his vagrant eye, 

Soon at his feet in luſcious heaps to lie; 

A: once delights him, Nature's true ſublime, 

With Plenty and with Beauty in their prime. 

Breathe mild, ye winds ! ye Zephyrs ! gently fan, 

Nor diſappoint the ſanguine hopes of man; 

Your ſofteit dews, ye ſkies ! benignant ſhow'r, 

Nor ſcorch the folded bud, or infant flow'r: 

That when Autumnal ſuns maturing ſhine, 

Little inferiour to the purple vine, 

May flow the limpid current from the preſs, 

And ſparkle highly-flavour'd in the glaſs; 

That mellow fruitage, in profuſion ſtor d, 

May long a delicate repaſt afford, 
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When Winter's joyleſs ſolitary reign 
Extends through widow'd Nature's bleak domain ; 
When, round the clean-ſwept hearth, and blazing 
The ſocial circle from the Storm retire; [ fire, 
Regardleſs how it ſweeps with hoſtile roar, 
And heaves the ſpumy billows to the ſhore ; 
Or how the torrent, rapid and profound, 
With rous'd-up fury ſmokes along the ground ; 
While gloom primeval clouds the face of day, 
And ruin big marks their tumulcuvus way! 
From harm ſecure, with grateful calm content ; 
Prepar'd to taſte the preſent bleſſings ſent ; 
Such bleſſings Nature fails not to provide 
For modeſt wiſhes, unenlarg'd by pride; 
Happy that ſoon, theſe ſurly horrours paſt, 
The rain-charg'd tempeſt, and the icy blaſt, 
While Winter each in frightful caves confine, 
And to her ſmile the willing world reſigns, 
Spring, uſher'd in by Muſic's gladſome ſtrain, 
Will light exulting on the conſcious plain ; 
Furniſh'd with all that genial climes beſtow, 
To bleſs the fond expectant world below. 
Furniſh'd — but let the eye around be thrown 
To ſee thoſe treaſures Spring may ſtyle her own. 
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aft me, Imagination, on thy wing 
Jo fome ſweet Vocd- encircled haunt of Spring, 
Along fam'd IME, or fairer-border'd CLyps, 
Waere £12 Celights with Beauty to rede. 
Alreo d has the Thats, imperial ſtream, ! 
Unrival'd been the Muf's baalled theme, 
Wafting che wealth cf diſtant worlds along, 
By TLuick'xau's bard immor:aliz'd in ſong; 
Oh could I (but the forward with is vain) 
Reach his ſurpaſſing elegance of ftrain, 
Not Tuauts alone ſhould be conſign'd to fame, 
CLyve ſliould the ſecondary honours claim! 
Warm'd by the Seaion's vivifying ray, 
Light, Muſe, cn airy pinion bear away, 
'To trace its current, various as it flows, 
And vercure and fertility beſtows. 
Firſt, in a ſheet of water broad and deep, 
On oſiet beds each murmur fait aſleep, 
It fa ells immenſe, in liquid mirrours ſeen, 
Aſhes and pines adown each margin green, 
Or lime-trces in full arch:ng rows prolong'd, 
Cr pendent rocks with thickets wildly throng'd : 
Heiadiong anon, rous'd fiom its languid flaw, 


Weit ſ. ne huge priocyice O'crlacks below 
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The gulf profound, and ragged ſhadows frown, | 
It daſhes, whirls, and ſmokes, and thunders down; i 
Till, in a ſmooth expanſe compos'd again, | 
Onward it ſweeps majeſtic to the main. 1 

Here ſhoots with wing'd velocity along | 
The ſalmon, monarch of the ſcaly throng ; ö 
Here trouts unnumber'd ſkim their fluid way, | 
Plunge far below, or near the ſurface play ; 
Fierce-darting, here the tyrant pike reſides, 
While deep in mud the eel elapſive glides ; 
Often in nets by ſturdy peaſant haul'd, 

Or on the angler's bloody hook impall'd. 

Nor ſhall the Muſe, tranſported as ſhe roves, 
Paſs by, DarzELL ! “ thy venerable groves. 
Thy fields, ſuch as romantic fancy feigus, 
Where golden Plenty ever ſmiling reigns. 

Thy orchards, loaded with Autumnal fruit, 
Thy nurſeries, where woods in embryo ſhoot. 
| Thy noble viſtas, grottoes, and caſcades, 

1 Thy upland lawns, and ſun-expanded glades. 


; One of the fineſt ſeats, for natural beauties particularly, or. 
1 Ciypsz, belonging to AxcxinBatDd HAMILTON cf Rosn- 
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Thy long, dark avenues, at diſtance ſeen, 


Forming o'er head arch'd canopies of green, 


Thy templcs gilt, Invention's boaſt, and CLyope's, 


Thy hot beds, where through winter Spring reſide:. 


Thy rich incloſures, where the ſtately deer 
Majeſtic roum, or {fort in fond career. 

Thy flow 'r- plots and thy gardens richly dreft,. 
On which che genial powers of Culture reſt. 
Th, ſhady arbours, alcoves, green retreats, 
The Levi's darling haunts, and Mule's feats ; 
Where penſive Ned:tation oft retires, 

Stretches her wing, and kindles all her fires ; 
While, as ſh» takes her viſionary walk, 

Arc und her forms ethercal ſeem to talk. 

With her to ſperd the fummer len-then'd day, 
Each paſſion calm, ard ev'ry care away, 

Here vw ould I envy not Ax cAt IAN ſwains, 
TEtwre's fa 'd valley, nor HesrEr1a's plains, 


Authors ſhould too employ my choiceſt time, 


Correct their diction, as their thoughts ſublime... 


Authors, whoſe pleaſing leſſens daily read, 
Bette che heart, while they info:mn the head; 
Still, as by magic, Paſſicn': inbred ſtorm, 


And portray Virtue in her comelieſt form; 
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Not ſuch as drag down Reaſon from her throne 
Or make her reign unaided and alone; 
Both ill extremes, and ſoes to humankind, 
That warp the judgment, and debaſe the mind; 
Where fatal doQrines charm in fair diſguiſe, 
Oſt unperc-1v'd by ſuperficial eyes: 
Amid a glow of ſubtile language, ſtill 
By taſte ſclected, and arrang'd with kill, 
Errcur conceal'd from vulgar notice lurks, 
And ſure her darling ſcheme, though ſlowly, works. 
As in a bed of flow'rs, or thorny brake, 
Fold within fold lies hid the creſted ſake, 

Who would affect to mingle with the croud, 
Form'd of the ſelfiſn, inſolent, and proud, 
And not prefer the Country's tranquil joys, 


Where Nature always pleaſes, never cicys ? 


For ſmoke, condens'd in many a pitchy wreath, 
The ſweetneſs of untalnted air to breathe. 

For narrow ſtreets, by quick-ey'd Fancy led, 
Toca through meads, in lilied verdure clad. 
For note inceſſant, from each penſile ſpray, 

To Har the tune ſul fongter's jocund lay. 

Fo. vain di-1athons and phentaſtic ſhow, 


'T hoſe cares Contentment glories not to know, 
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Nothing ſave rural elegance to ſee, f 
What Virtue is, what Grandeur ne'er can be. 
Did angels from their bliſsful ſeats deſcend, | 
Their time below in Paradiſe to ſpend, 
Our heav'nly gueſts would not in courts abide, 
But near a wood, or by a fountain's fide. 

Happy the man, to whom a well-ſpread board 
An ample Independence can afford, 
Leiſure to ſtudy, quiet, peace, and eaſe, 
Born rather to be pleas'd, than others pleaſe ; 
A little ſov'reign, though without a crown, 
Courted his ſmile, nor dreaded leſs Ins frown ! 


* n 
* ; N ry 
el (eb he tc. i lb ied Bc lr ; : 


Spring opens all her treaſures to his view, 

To be admir'd with more than common goo. 
Labour and Want (unhofpitable twain ) 

Chill not the current in Life's ſalient vein ; 
Nor damp the ſpirits, elſe of ſprightly caſt, 
Nor check the nobler paſſions of the breaſt ; 
Nor blunt the fine Senſation's tender edge, 
Which man's chief pride philoſophers allege. 
Thus ſome fair ſhoot, in ſpreading foliage gay, 
Drinks youth and vigour from the golden day, 
Becauie no w:rm gnaws at its root below, 
Colds nip above, or forky ligatnings glow. 
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A taſte, improv'd by Education, finds 
Pleaſures where none appear to ruder minds ; 
Scenes, where the croud but few attractions ſee, 
Affect it in an exquilite degree: 

As teleſcop:s, the fner ground, convey 

More friking beaaties by the viſual ray; 
Or magnets, as prepar'd the more exact, 
Objects around more forcibly attract. 

This is her privilege ; nor this alone, 

Wealth others yet more glorious calls her own, 
Her's js the pow'r, from Heav'n deſcends the will, 
The famiſh'd mouth of Indigence to fill. 

To over-rule the caſts of Fortune's wheels, 
And mitigate the pang Affliction feels. 

The cares of injur'd Virtue to beguile, 

And make the haunts of Deſolation ſmile. 

With pious hand the frequent tear to dry, 

That guſhes down from Sorrow's humid eye. 
The naked limbs in raiment to unfold, 

Expos'd to ſhame, and all benumm'd with cold. 
Thus to partake their pleaſures, heighten'd too, 
No painful ſenſe of obligations due : 

For he whoſe bounty well directed flo ys, 


Enjoys the very blefiings he beſtows. 
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As bodies give to others, though at reſt, 
Tnat ſame firſt motion oa themſelves impreft ; 
Or as the clouds in exhaladions gain, 
What they expended in Vertumnal rain; 
Wile Virtue dares not to decide? pretend, 
Which party moſt indebted in the end. 

Such kindred ſentiments would Spring impart, 
Softneſs of look, and gentleneſs of heart ; 
Simplicity of thought, a taſte refin'd, 


Feeling of ſoul, and ſympathy of mind. 


For view through vegetable life her plan, 
In guile how litttle ſhe reſembles man 

All her produQtions, to enrich the year, 
Simply and fairly are what they appear. 

I] wrong her ſure — minutely them explore, 
She promis'd much, but ſhe beſtows us more. 


The flow'r excells in elegance of hue, 
Ev'n to the diſtant ſuperficial view; 
But to its velvet leaves the glaſs apply, 


$ 
| 
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Still richer glows the variegated dye! 

Fe herb and plant how botaniſts admire, 
Though furniſh'd only with plain green attire ! 
But let the chymiſt exerciſe his art, 

Extracting the rich eſſence of each part; 
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What words can paint our gratitude to Spring, 

While health we title a momentous thing! 

Though much on her employ'd the ſylvan ſtrains, 

Much of her beauties ſtill unſung remains. 

But who can count the pearly globules Morn 

Sheds infinite on ev'ry twinkling thorn ? 

Or who arrange with unbewilder'd eye 

The ſtars that cluſter through the midnight ſæy ? 
Hail, blooming Spring! eſſential Sweetneſs, hail ? 

Thy fragrant breath perfumes the lenient gale. 

Thy magic ſmile, amid the Tempeſt's ſtrife, 

Can wake the torpid glebe to verdant life ; 

The harden'd ſoften, the compact expand, 

Moiſt from thy dews, and by thy zephyrs fann'd. 

Not central cold its genial force can ſtop, 

Though Winter's froſts arreſt the pendent drop, 

By it the ſap, protruded to the root, 

And juices, long confin'd, fermenting ſhoot ; 

Through twining tubes in, briſk meanders play, 

And life and vigour to the top convey. 

From hence deriv'd the vegetative pow'r, 

The turgid ſtem, herb, plant, and dew fring'd flow?r, 

Hence all the various growths that Earth o'erſpread, 

Mantled in verdure, and by ether ſed. 


With aſpect pleas'd, and brow relax'd the while. 
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Hence Summer to the thickeſt ſhades retrcats, 


And cooleſt haunts, to ſhun the ſultry heats ; 


. * ww * 


Hence ripens, underneath her radiant cye, 
Refreſh'd by dews, that trickle from the ſky, 
The fields, thick-waving in luxuriant grain, 
And vineyards fluſh'd with purple's richeſt ſtain, 
Hence Autumn gathers in his fruits mature, 
From hoftile winds and accidents ſecure ; 

While the glad hind, exulting in his ſtore, 
Content, forms not a diſtant wiſh for mere; 
His roſy children prattling on his knee, 

Their little ſweet endearments fond to fee ; 


They too delighted to behold him ſmile, 


Heace, the full Year with golden plenty crown'd, 


The liberal glaſs, in bumpers hurricd round, 


Inſpires cach gladden'd heart, from cares ſet ſre2, 


With honeſt tranfport, and facetious glee; 


No rel- cheek'd dame forgot, with artleſs mien, c 

And untaught Rep, that trips the daizied green. f 
Hence all that laviſh imagery thrown 

From Nature's lap, which Fancy names her own. 

ITence too whate'er to ſtudinus eaſe inclines, 


F-xalts the genius, or the ſenſe refnes ; 
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Thoſe objects, in ſucceflive fair diſplay, 

That wake to harmony the Poet's lay; 

Excite fond piQures in the Lover's thought, 
The Lover ftill intenſely muſing cought, 
Venting, where ſome congenial ſhade ſurrounds, 
His love-ſad anguiſh in pathetic ſounds, 


” od 
The Erd of the Firn Loox. 
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 Coniim, but by ſome ſtrange myſterious pow'rs, 
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Rom crouded villas, and frequented ways, 
1 Unhappy youth! now penſive Damon ſtrays. 
Damon, whom Love to laſting ſorrow dooms, 
To pathleſs haunts, and ſolitary glooms ; 
Where echoes, ſympathetic with his wo, 
Where cryſtal brooks, that murmur as they flow; 
Where lonely birds of melancholy throat, 
That piteous ſwell the ſadly - pleaſing note; 


Where flutes that round to plaintive muſic wake, 


—— 


Where graſshoppers that chirp amid the brake; n 
Where bees that hum, or to the bloſſom cling, 
Where beaties, wheeling round on drony wing, 


Where zephyrs, ſighiug through the branchy trees, 
Where ev'ry ſound he hears, or object ſees ; 


The ſgttled ſadneſs on his brow that low'rs. 
Long ill-requited had he worn her chains, 
That reigns the ſcornful Beauty of the pl:ins ; 

Oft, in ſuch language as expreſs'd his fame, 
Trembling would he accoſt the haughty dame ; 
Oft as ſhe paſs'd, no kindly word to ſay, 

In pleaſing anguiſh look his ſoul away. 


5 n ** 


— — 3 # 


The PROGRESS of SPRING. 95 


But all in vain; her heart would never melt, | 
No thrill of paſſion ere her boſom felt ; J 
With angry glance, or quick-averted eye, 
Would ſhe retire, diſdaining to reply. 
Once, from a ſecret eminence he ſpied 
Himſelf unſeen (Love's ever watchful-ey' d) 
His fair one trip acrofs the nether lawn, 
Her cheek, the roſeate bluſh that paints the dawr. 
Spring ſtrow'd with fragrant flow'rs her ſmiling way, 
And zephyrs wanton'd with her looſe array ; 
While birds, her ſteps delighted to detain, 
Pour all their ſofteſt melody of ſtrain. 
Enamour'd round her lovely eyes ſhe threw, 
In many a glance, on the ſurrounding view, 
Where Spring's gay forms their ſweeteſt looks aſſume, 
In naked pride of noon-unfolded bloom ; 
| Pleas'd with the partial ſelf-atteſted truth, 
That all ſmil'd emblems of her charms and youth. 
But had ſhe gueſs'd what conſcious eye beheld, 
To her no more the landſcape kad excell'd. 
| L ghtly the graſs her haſty footſteps priut, 
| And no delay her motions ſeem to hint, 


II we'er by others view'd, in Dawon's eye, 
Our Fair ſeem'd not to walk, but almoſt fly. 
1 2 
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Iil-omen'd ſpeed, yct hoping half he err'd, 

He knew to ſome'vhar not his meed referr'd! 

Some fortign care her thoughts ſeems to employ, 

And evi den dep:ives him of a joy. 

No wender Datos gaz'd with duinb ſurpriſe, 

W. his paſſions crouding to his eyes! 

Rateiy che crc-lids of the bluſting Morn 

Ope on a maid whom fairer charms adorn ! 

In ſpiral rings her hair diſparted flows, 

And half her neck of milky whiteneſs ſhows ; 

Ier garments, looſely floating on the pale, 

Would hide her gentle limbs, but Kindly fail. 
New glory, in his fond deluded eye, 

Seems to illumine all the cloudleſs {ky ; 

In beauty ev'ry object to ſurpaſs, 

As conſcious of the preſence of his laſs, 

Each ſound, each accent, of a pleaſing kind, 

He partial deems to catch her ear defign'd ; 

To call her eaſy gracefulneſs of air, 


Her bloom, her ſhape, her looks, beyond compare. 


A iuller gale of fragrance from the ground 
Seem: to diffule its wafted ſweets around. 
Vet other feelings too ſucceed in turn, 


Deiin'd to ſreeze, like Hecta, and to burn. 
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W hat ſtrange ſenſations vibrate in his eye! 

How heaves his boſom with the lab'ring ſigh ! 
What doubts, what fears, (to hold him in ſuſpenſe) 
Ruſh in diſorder on his troubled ſenſe ! 

How RecolleRion her fell pow'r employs, 

To dwell on former ſcenes of blafted joys! 

To bring each diſappointment into mind, 

When all her looks and anſwers were unkind ; 
Hiding no proof officious from his view, 

That can the anguiſh of his ſoul renew ; 
O'ercloud his brow with the dark gloom of care. 
And ſink his baffled wiſhes in deſpair ! 

Yet through the chaos of his thoughts, from far 
Hope faintly gleams, like ſome auſpicious ſtar. 
Oft he reſolves aſide reſerve to lay, 

And throw himſelf abruptly in her way, 


One laſt effort to melt a frozen heart, 


That mocks his paſſion, and derides his art. 
But ſoon his coward reſolution flags, 
His courage fails him ev'ry ſtep he drags, 
He dreads to try, by one deciſive teſt, 
What wretched renders him for life — or bleſt. 
Too prudent ear — for ah! ill-fated ſwain ! 
This trial had like others prov'd in vain! 

13 
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She chanc'd, as paſſing negligently by, 
Where Dantox ſtood, to caſt her lifted eye. 
Nor needed more — with frowr- o'erclouded look, 
And ſudden turn, a by-mark'd path ſhe took. 
Down his ſwoln cheek the tear effuſive dropt, | 
And ſtupid grief his pow'r of utt'rance ſtopt — ' 
At other timcs, oft to the clear expanſe 
Would he, ere in conſcious pride, advance. 4 
'There, in a faithful mirrour, he beheld, 
In what his perſon fail'd, in what excell'd ; | 
His manly limbs how turn'd, his ſinews ſtrung, 
+ His ſhape how graceful, how his ſhoulders hung: | 
What comelin-; of aſpc& might inſpire þ 
Some gentle female boſom with defire. 1 
Returning ligh.ſo.ne from the fond ſurvey, | 
Oft to hin ſelf in ſilence would he ſay, 


* Sure, though as cold as Winter's native ice, 


« This form of mine ſome Virgin might entice, 
« Elſe i.as the cryſtal cleanent hard by, 

.« Flatter'd pcor Davox, and deceiv'd his eye! 
„% Yet do the flow'rs, its margin that compoſe, 
« By the reſemblance half their beauties loſe, 


« Shall it a heighten'd in age then convey, | 
« And flatter love fick ſhepherds more than they ? 
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If thus beguil'd, where-c'er his footſteps go, 


Still in deſpair may Da uox's ſorrows flow.” 
Thus, while the Hours on heavy pinions move, 
He lingers out a life of hopeleſs love; 
Alike forgot, where fellow-ſwains convene, 
The ſprightly dance, and gamhol on the green; 
His crook negleded, mute his oaten reed, 
And lonely flocks untended left to feed. 
But fee where STREPHox, happy ſhepherd ! laid 
Beneath the umbrage of a beechen ſhade, 
With pipe and ſong the tedious time beguiles, 
While pleas'd around him blooming Nature ſmiles. 
No vulture on his vitals inly preys, 
No clouds obſcure the ſunſhine of his days ; 
He gives each fad reflection to the wind, 
His floc!:s all thriving, and his miſtreſs kind. 

One ſummer's day, beacath the noon-tide beam, 

STREPHON, return'd from bathing in the ſtream, 
Sought the cool windings of a devious wood, 
Thac well accorded with the Lover's mood. 
Hers ev'ry noted ſongſter, warbling round, 
Ran through the ſofteit melodies of ſound. 

Here gelid breezes fann'd the ſultry hours, 
Laviſh of fiveers from inccnie-breathing Row'rr. 
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Here Silence fixes her retir'd demain, 
Far from the proud, the wanton, and the vain. 
Here Mclancholy's tardy footſteps range, 
With countenance ſcarce Spring herſeli can change. 
Here ſomething ſtrikes him, ſpeech but ill explains, 
That ſends an unknown rapture through his veins, 
Conveys, though Nature only knows from whence, 
Strange images of tranſport to his ſenſe ; 
Which all, howe'er confus'd and wild they mix, 
Alone on one beloved c.bjeQ fix. 
Something, of ſecret inſtantaneous pow'r, 
Ner to a mode reſtricted, nor an hour, 
That a ſad-pleaſing flow of temper brings, 
Ard wakes the Fancy by unuſual ſprings. 

Nor does this charm the ſoften d foul to melt, 
This nameleſs impulſe only to be felt, 
Aflect the doubting anxious Lover more, 


Than Him, whoſe cares and vague diſtruſts are o'er. 


Each ſomeu har of a wert deſpondence finds, 

A laugu.ment. tnat ioothes but Lovers' minds. 
Each wo is v1atified, yet nothing gains, 

Though what the one delights, the other pains. 
Thus S. KETHOx, though Erulispa kind as fair, 
With Leve's bland voice had bade lim not deſpair 3 


- — 


— 
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Amid the rueful ſolitary ſhade, 
Conceiv'd a joy from each thing he ſurvey'd ; 
Yet fighs his 1award diſcontent betray, 
His Charmer fill protracts the happy day, 
When yonder ſun ſtall meet his cager ſight, 
To ſee their perſons with their hearts unite. 

Not long the grateful covert he evj3y'd, 
On recolle&ed proofs of love employ'd; 
What mingled ſweetneſs in ber features reigns, 
Where Beauty ſeems to ſpeak what Virtue means ; 
Where her fine temper's ſeen, beyond a gueſs, 
As objects ſhine reflected in a glaſs ! 
Not long, on ſuch endearing thoughts intent, 
He thus indulg'd his fancy's pleaſing ben:, 
How kind his angel laſt, how ſoothing ſpoke, 
When from a ſecret copſe theſe accents broke, 
Which through each ſenſe like ſubtile lightning 
And all his ſoul with ſudden tumults fill'd. [thrill'd, 

« Q Strephon ! beauteous as the dawn of day! 
„ Blooming as Spring! as radiant Summer gay! 
„ Sweeter than odours from the new-mown vale ! 
And milder than the ſoftly-breathing gale ! 
O lovely youth! thy charms, unknown to art, 


Atttact each eye, and captivate each heart. 
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'* 


* In vain, alas! ErthLiixpa's virgin pride 

„ The partial withes of her breaſt would hide. 

No ſhepherd in the feſtive dance I fee 
| 


Can, gentle STREPLHCN, once Compare with thee, 
„Thy locks, that down in ſhining ringlets fall, | 
« Thy form unequail'd, manly. graceful, tall; 

„% Thy open countenance, aud itar-bright eye, [lie ; 


«© Thy bealth- ſiuch'd cheek, where artleſs dimples 


© Thy poliſh'd brow, unfurrow'd o'er with care, 
« Thy eaſy carriage, and engiging air; 

The honey glicing muſic of thy tongue, 

„ Beyond whate'er enumour'd ſhepherd ſang ; 

© 'Thy elegance of taſte, and temper frank, 

« Confpire to ſet thee far above thy rank 

« Theſe render thee the Country's darling boaſt, 
„Ol all thy fellow- ſwains diſtinguiſh'd moſt ! 

*« But O! — what ſhall a baſhful maiden ſay ? 


© Theſe charms have ſtole ETuLIxDa's heart away 


« Howe'cr in numbers ſhe aFeAs to mix, 

„On thee alone her thoug!:ts with rapture fix! 
A thoutand qeaint remarks, aud fighs apart, 
* Fraught Wb the unknown wiſhes of her heart; 
A tliouſand looss, that mean expreſſive more 
Than words can tell, though ranſack'd o'er and 


o'er; 
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« Athouſard artleſs ſmiles, if STREeKHON by, 

« A thouſand ſide- long glances of the eye; 
A thouſand tender proofs, did ſhe diſguiſe, 
% Againſt her would in bold conviction riſe.” 

«© But ſuch from nobleſt friendſhips oft are ſhown, 
«© Which bluſhing Modeſty herſelf may own, 
Such too to STx&EPHON's candid view they ſeem'd, 
« And ſhall not obvious Merit be eſteem d? 
Is it forbid in females to admire ? 
«© Can Cuſtom's laws ſuch deference require? 
« Muſt maids to ſome exceſs be ever prone, 
% Pliant as wax, or harder than the ſtone ? 
„ Scorch'd by the flame that Love within excites, 
Or cold as Winter-ſnows on LayLand heights ? 
% Is there no happy medium to prefer, 
Nor in the one extreme nor other err? 

« Ye Formaliſts! ye ſtiff cenſorious race! 
Wich air demure, and grave diſciplin'd face! 
* Say, where the bounds by Reaſon fix'd begin, 
* Which virgin Modeſty muſt keep within: 
„How far ſay, and no farther, muſt the tide, 
Without control, of female fancy glide, 
© Nor to o'erflow its banks, nor yet forſake, 
* As either might our int'refts leave at ſtake ? 


— * 


— — 
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*« How Judgment may the helm, with prudent fear, 
« Far from the ſhallow, and the eddy ſteer 
« That no rough blaſt, with unſuſpected ſhock, 
© May daſh us ſhipwreck'd on Misfortune's rock, 
© But down the current Hope may gently ſail, 
% Wafted by ev'ry mild and pleaſant gale. 
„Why have we faculties which angels ſhare, 
* And fix'd on objects not beneath their care; 
« Why Fancy, which ſome bold flights ſtill employ, 
© But the wide range of Nature to enjoy ? 
„ Why Memory, but, each excurſion o'er, 
« To lay all her reſearches up in ſtore ? 
© Why have we paſſions of fo fine a turn, 
With Love to languiſh, or with Friendſhip burn; 
« Why thoſe affections of a gentler kind, 
% To all the ſocial feelings ftill inclin'd ; 
©« Why hearts of ſuch refin'd materials fram'd, 
« To reliſh pleaſures language never nam'd ; 
„ But to dilate, at the fond tender hour, 
« And feel the warmth of ſentimental pow'r ? 


© Why have we ſenſes, of ſo keen an edge, 


Of Nature's kind regard the living pledge, 
None of her gifts ſo bountiful as they, 
*«« But pleaſure through ſoſt inlcts to convey ? 


The PROGRESS of SPRING. 109 


« Why have we organs exquiſite for found, 
But to be charm'd by Nature vocal round? 
c For viſion, but to view, all ſweet ſurpriſe, 
© Beauty, with ſoſten'd look, and melting eyes? 
For ſpeech, but to expreſs theſe chaſte deſires, 
% Witch which Love Innocence herſelf inſpires ? 
« Why fram'd thus mid Creation are we plac'd, 
„% But what attracts of fair and good to tale ? 
« Why thus endu'd ? but virtue-caution'd when, 
„% And where, to be as happy as we can? 

„ Ah! ſelf-deluder! arts like theſe mult fal 
e Ofer Nature's ſtandard maxims to prevail. 
*« Such arts may on thyſelf impoſc, but know, 
e Poor love- ſick maid, ſuch arts ro farther go. 
„ Echo, rep<ling in her recky cell, 
& Till Love che tender tale ena; 'd :0 tc“, 
« And conſcious z. pnyts, round thee wont to play, 
© Would all tiny fair appearances betray ; 
«© Thy ſpecious picas, and inferences bull, 
% 1a their own vaia fallacious light untold. 


«© Oft too, ere weaned aich her ſilent walk, 


« Wacre dcep'ning ſhadows ſeem'd around to tall, 


© CyNTH1a, betwecn the op'nings of ti e ſhade, 


4 


Pchel unſeen the meiancholy maid, 
Vor. I, K 
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© Nor ſh2 alone, unconſcious to the eye, 

* Bui all ter bright companions of the ſky. 

Oft as ſhe wander'd, at the murky hour, 

« To ſome lone alley, or eſpalier-bow'r, 

When all but Love, by wakeful cares oppre ſt, 

„ Retir'd to taſte the ſweets of downy reſt ; 

„ VesPeR ſhone witneſs of her flame avow'd, 

If ſobs and ſighs are tender marks allow'd ; 

« If looks, that ſeem in filence to complain, 

« If footſteps, that no certain courſe maintain, 
f enclefs muſings, with ſad down-caſt eyes, 

To proofs of more than doubtful meaning riſe.” 

She ceas'd—but little thought her Lover nigh, 

To hear, with broken voice and heaving ſigh, 

The prompt confeſſion from her boſom flow, 
ith all the luve-fad emphaſis of wo. 
STREPHON, who long ſtood like a Qlatue fix'd, 
In ceſtaſy with ſpeechleſs wonder mix'd, 

As theſe laſt words his raviſh'd ear detain, 

No longer his impatience could reſtrain 

Pur ſtivghtway ſteals, directed by the ſound, 
Where haply the ſweet mourner might be found, 
Nor wanders far — with rapture-quicken'd pace, 


Ile hon explores the oft-fiequented place. 


* %* 8 
—— 2 — —— 
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Where, in a ſtate of terrour and ſurpriſe, 

That wildly flaſh'd alternate {rom her ey es, 

With countenauce deep ruffled o'er with care, 

He found his ſweetly-agiuated fair. 

Oft ſhe eſſay'd the forward youth to fly, 

As oft her feet their timely aid deny, 

Reſentment ſcem'd to chide her ſtrange delay. 

But ſomething gently whiſper'd her to ſtay. 

She judg'd him rude, but in a mild degree, 

Prudence condemn'd, but Candour ſet hin trce. 

Divided paſſions in her boom role, 

Love govern'd theſe, but female ſpi:it thoſe, 

But how unequal is the conteſt found, 

When Pride and Love ccntend to keep ihe ground: 

This always conquers, though againſt our will, 

That, in the iſſue, proves the vanquiſh'd ſtill. 

A ſudden glow, that male her charm the more, 

Her cheek in deep ſoffuſio colour'd o'er. 

Unuſur! heavings ia her bo. u told, 

Her heart how caught, and his approach how bold. 

A ſott con fuſion all her air betta, d, 

And mix'd emotions ſeize the fil. at maid, 

While SrzsPHON too was in proportion aw'd, 

Elis leoks would cenſure what his thoughts ap»laue, 
1 2 
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But why tboſe tomaults ? that diſorder'd look? 
ReſpeRt, wit:. ve, ne'er STREPHON's brealt forſook ; 
lis paſſion, ſtil! controll'd by too much ſenſe, 
And much t o dl lite, to give offence, 
Thus, fun his afoeR and addreſs allay'd 
The various Joabts of the half angry maid. 
He ſpoke - bat only, as her fears he ſaw, 

To make a gen'rous offer to with ir aw. 

« O Pardon,” he in gentle accents cnes, 

© Love tod officious gave thee t his ſurpriſe. 

„ Paicona futiiful twain, who only proves 

© A bold intrude thus, becauſe he — loves, 
A ftowu that beauteous brow but to invade, 
To him, Noon's brighteſt ſan-beam would o'er- 
* Would to his wiihes death at once impart, [ſhade ; 
« And like a dagger pierce him to the heart. 

„If but his preſence hurts my lovely maid, 

„ She need but word ker will to be obey'd. 

« Obey'd, in all that exile can imply, 

From her, from love, and happineſs to fly. 

« Say, Charmer ! ſhall 1 quit this ſweet receſs, 
Sac ed to friendſhip, nor to STREPHOXN leſs * 
„Shall 1 my fortune all at once reſign, 


And, foc thy caſe and comfort, forfeit mine 


l 


S 
3 


—— 4 


: 
g 
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© But can, to render life ſcarce worth a care, 

« 'Thy eaſe and pleaſure be to him deſpair ? 

To his hard fate may STREPHoON then retire, 

& In ſecret pine, yet ceaſe not to admire.” 

He ſtopt; and ſeem'd to think ſhe whiſper'd—no, 

Although her anſwer meant to bid him go; 

Yet, had ſhe diſallow'd his longer lay, 

She hop'd to find her Lover diſobey. 

Thus pleas'd alike, alike to pleaſe inclin'd, 

Their equal wiſhes one acceptance find, 

While both, each ſe}hih mean diſguiſe above, 

Vow mutual conſtancy, and mutual love “. 
Thus would the Mufe, amid the din of arms 

Tumultuous, and the trumpet's loud alarms + ; 

While War malignant rages unconfin'd, 

And purple Slaughter thins the human kind; 

The ſofter ſcenes of Peace attempt to paint, 


Beauteous her landicapes, though her colours taint, 


It will he e be obvious, th:ugh Herter, fut, &c. ate 11» 


troduced, as giving a roman ic air o the deſcrinti en, that, in the 


foregeing luve-ſcener, the tier nter in enici pte eite the 


ſimplicity of the pattoral charater, This will aroh gie for Ex 


LIS DA being © great a H in love. 
+ Written in the year 1761. ; 
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Faint, ge tle Tnonsox! when to thine compar'd, 
With whom her ſkill kind Nature fondly ſhar'd, 
Whitie ev'ry Scaſon ran its full career, 

To draw a finiſh'd portrait of the Year ! 

Nor i: her ſubject of ignoble fame, 

Thouyh I: fs of founding grandeur in its name. 


Peace all eg un ſupreme from ſhore to ſhore, | 
Aud War's loud clangours kindle ſtrife no more; J 
Rig gs ſer ther: ſelves, who now like gods behave, 
Sunk to the !rvel of their meaneſt ſlave. N 
4 But to ſylveſtran ſcenes, where Fancy ſtrays, 


Foun a-ns and groves, conhn'd her humble lays, 


; Waile only zephyrs wliſper in her ſong, | , 
B. Cs inp'y able, mumurs glide along; [ 
| Wil ro hercic bard, by glory fir'd, | 
By viciury and martial deeds inſpir'd, 


Brirar:x14 fing, victorious ver her foes, 


Si; Liberty, with civet wreaths adorn'd, 


3 


9 
Mncſe imiles to peace a willing world compoſe ? | 
r 


W.theut whom, crowns ſhine only to be ſcoru'd? 
Wo 0 rouſes not at Freedom's glorious name? 
Mounts up to 141tport, kindles into tiame ? 


Dila'c- un the big ſwell of conſcious pride ? 
Aud looks, and ſpeaks, as if to thrones allied ? 


— — 
. 1,9  < ene 340 oe. il doe „«%C fe cc is 


y 
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Freedom, whoſe int'reſts with Religion's mix, 

Howe'er vain ſchoolmen names dillinct athx, 

As fibres of the heart together twine, 

Or glaſs- tranſmitted rays concenter'd ſhine z 

On one ſame gracious ſacred crrand ſent, 

Alike in nature, motive, and extent! 

A ſeparation is the death of each, 

Waate'er kings boaſt, or bold fanatics teach! 
Where-e'er BxiTanx1a's royal banners ſiy, 

Whether in nearer, or remoter ſy, 

Conqueſt atteads, ſuapes her reſidleſs way, 

And quick decides the ſortune of the day. 

What well concerted pians ! what great deſigns ! 

Where patriotic wiſdom glorious ſhines ! 

What orders with 2lacrity perform'd ! 

Cities ſubdu'd, and mighty bulwarks ſtorm'd! 

What acquiitions ! what renew'd ſucce!s ! 

Our fortune great, nor yet our conduct leſs! 

How will theſe animate the future page, 

The ſplendid boaſt of each faccecting age! 

How all alive will Fancy's colouring glow ! 

With wha: proud majelty the numbers flow! 

While ſome rapt Bard, whom Hou x's genius warms, 


Sublimely ſings, inſpir'd, of men and arms, 
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Makes Br1TisH herocs rival thoſe of Gaetce, 
The long-fam'd IL leſs a matchleſs piece! 
From VisxG1L's brow unties the age-twin'd bays, 


To flouriſh on his own with tenfold praiſe! 


But ſhall ſuch noble themes paſs now unſung, 
Uatun'd the lyre, mute the harmonious tongue ? 
Shall Bz1Taix wide diffuſe her warlike name, 
The earth not more unbounded than her fame, 
Nor yet a Bard, on whom the Mules ſmile, 

Be found through all her ſea-encircled iſle ? 

Shall ALzton's ſons, renown'd for conquett long, 
In ev'ry place be heroes but in ſong ? 

In ev'ry place, ſave in the tuneful page, 

Her trophies claim the wonder of the age! 

Next Him, in whom a nation can confide, 
The mighty helm of Government to guide ; 
Calm, wiſe, dilcerning, ſteady, fix'd, as fate, 
To manage all the grand concerns of tate ; 
Next to the gallant Hero great in arms, 

Whole bowm more than Rowan virtue warms, 
Woe val ar, which to glory ſtill inclines, 
Prompt executes the Stateſman's buld deſigns; 
The Bird a comp? th'd thould be underſtood, 


As thoſe of ancient fame, a public good. 


— — * 
232. 
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In ev'ry age depends upon his pen 

The gift of Immortality to men, 

Which great achievements not alone can give ; 
Thus godlike names of old recorded live, 

The fineſt ſcenes of condud and addreſs, 
Applauſe that merit, or enſure ſacceſs ; 

The nobleſt efforts of hercic might, 

Exerted in the tumult of the fight, 

While rival kings in glorious ſtrife contend, 
And crowns imperial on each ſtroke depend; 
If ſome illuſtrious Verſe recite them not, 

Die of themſelves, neglected and forgot“. 
The miſt of ages, gather'd by degrees, 

Where Study objects through falſe mediums ſees, 
Spreads o'er Fame's fair horizon, and diſplays 
One gloomy, vaſt, inexplicable, maze ; 

Still, in thoſe native regions of romance, 


The more obſcure, the further we advance, 


* —S:d omnes illacrymabiles 
Urgentur, ignutique longa 
Necte, carent quia vate !acro, Hos, 


$:indentur veſtes, gemme frangentur et aurum ; 
Cumina quam tribuent fama perc; ri. cit, Ovid. 
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If Poetry, as day break on the "ight, 

Shi.1-s not abroad to call fro:a darkneſs light. 
Pur whecher has he Male digrefiive ſtray'd, | 

Forſook the peace: ul covert of the ma le, 


To ruth amid the noiſy files of war, 1 


Led by the light of the Mœonian ſtar ? 


— — — — — 
# b 
# r 


Tumult and dsath, while mighty kings diſpute, 
III, beautecus Spring, thy gentle temper ſuit. 
The purple dye, on plains embattled ſen, 
Forms a ſai contraſt with thy ſofter green. 


Tuy love-tun'd voic?, that ſighs among the trees, | 
' 


at” — 


_ Fre With the loud roar of battle ill agrees, 
No more digreſitons ſhall the Muſe prolong, | 
But end with Thee as ſhe began her ſong. | 


— -- 


Bi Hark ! in yon plantane-range, yon poplar-ſhade, 
Hard by the murmur of a lone caſcade, : 


0% 


Or where ſome antique pile, ſuperbly high, 


_— __—_— 
* 


Pears its enoi mous ruin to the fy ; 

At Twilight's duſty hour, protracted long, 

The Nihiungaic plics ter iugubcious ſong ; 

Piteous, as if her gentle mute had died, 

Or tender young beea ravih' from her fide, 
| Warn'd by the dying cadence of her ſtrain, 
Like her the ſcreech-oivl peeps out to complain, | 


; 
| 
« 
' 


| 
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Complain of ſuch as barb'rous would moleſt 
Her peaceful haunts, her ivy-circled neſt. 
On yonder wall in folemn tate the fits, 
While round and round the bat inceffant flits, 
Yon time rent wall, with moſs-tufts overgrown, 
And utters forth her melancholy moan, 
Silence and mute Attention, guards ſerene, 
Meet to preſerve the ſtillneſs of the ſcene. 

The pool in gentle undulations ſuook 
By the ſwift lapſe of ſome near-falling brook ; 
The milk-maid, as ſhe bears her fragrant load, 
Singing aloud to cheer the dreary road ; : 
The beatle's drony pinions, ſlowly ſtirr'd, 
The frequent hoots of Night's ill omen'd bird; 
The heifer lowing from adjacent hill, 
The maltiff barking from a diſtant vill; 
The ſhepherd's horn with luſty cheek full-blown, 
The gently-finger'd hauthoy's milder tone; 
The momentary rufiling of the brecze, 
Sighing in ſcarce-heard whiſpers through the trees; 
The break ſucceſſive, and derp hollow roar, 
Of billews laſhing ſome contiguous ſuore; 
The ceaſeleſs hum of inſets, hov'r.ng round, 


Aud flocks pean'd up with ſleepy tinkling ſcund; 
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The blackbird's clamours, lonely as ſhe hops, 

Her infant brood, ah! raviſh'd from the copſe; 

The partridoe ſhrill, in ſome adjoining park, 

Secking her mate ſcarce obvicus in the dark ; 

The ſwallow, twitt'ring from her mud-built neſt, 

As if to ſoothe her callow young to reſt ; 

Or noiſy martlets, in phantaſtic play, 

And keen purſuit, winging their airy way; 

While each by intervals the car detains, 

Sets off the nightingale's mellifluous ſtrains ; 

With endleſs contraſts varies ev'ry note, 

And gives peculiar ſoftneſs to her throat, 
While, in one univerſal chaunt of praiſe, 

The common herd of warblers jcin'd their lays, 

Greatly as if ſupericur to the reſt, 

In ſcornful ſilence ſte her vcice ſuppreſt. 

But now, the wonder-Hſt' ning world her own, 

V hen {ſte can charm the penſ.ve ear alone, 

In full impaſſion'd melody of wo, 

Turough the dun ſhide her mournful numbers flow. 

Night, lurking in the diſtant vap'ry (cy, 

Or hov'cing in her ebon chariot nigh, 

I ranſported, ſeems her viſit to delay, 

Louth to cbſcure the faint remains of day, 
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Echo too, fond no tender accent ſhould 
The delicacy of her ear elude; 
From ſome lone grot, or antiquated tow'r, 
Exhauſts her fineſt arts of mimic pow'r. 
Say, Muſic ! by what faſcinating art, 
Doſt thou hold ſov'reign empire o'er the heart ? 
Say, whence thy pow'rs myſterious can ariſe, 
Sure ſome ecſtatic impulſe from the ſkies, 
By ev'ry nerve that vibrates to the brain, 
The ſoft aſcendant o'er the ſoul to gain ? 
Rapid and ſudden, like ethereal fire, 
All the whole man reſiſtleſs to inſpire ? 
Hail, potent lenitive ! hail magic charm ! 
The viper of his poiſon to diſarm ! 
The rabid tyger's deadly rage to flay, 
And ſoften lions rampant o'er their prey ! 
Kindly to ſweeten Fortune's bitter cup, 
And keep through life man's droaping ſpirits up! 
His journey o'er earth's rugged paths to ſmoothe, 
His toils to mitigate, his cares to ſoothe! 
To ſtill the ſigh that heaves the breaſt of wo, 
And dry thoſe tears down ſorrow's cheek that flow 
But ſee! from yonder chambers of the ſky, 
Sent by the ſun his abſence to ſupply, 
Vor. I. 5 
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The full-orb'd moon, queen-regent of the night, 


In all the ſoft reſplendency of light, 


Wich filent imperceptible advance, 

Slides up the clear cerulean's ſmooth expanſe. 

Quick through the air the yellow radiance ſpreads, 

Firſt faint reflected from the mountain-keads ; 

Then, delicately checker'd, by degrees, 

I: ſteals among the openings of the trees, 

Or on the river, mov'd in ſprightly flow, 

Dances in mild vibrations to and fro; 

Anon immenſe, o'er all the landſcape wide, 

Diſtus'd in one uninterrupted tide. 

Gn as the meek-ey'd Empreſs glides ſerene, 

Stars, to augment the grandeur of the ſcene, 

Brightly arrang'd her ſapphire path along, 

Or cluſter'd round her car, in myriads throng. 
The ſolemn, glimm'ring, exquiſite diſplay 

Of beauties, Fancy ever would ſurvey, 

Court the nocturnal Warbler to prolong, 

Nor court in vain, her finely-varied ſong. 

While Sleep prepares, with aſpe& till and calm, 

On human eves to pour her opiate balm ; 

The days-ſet taſk of buſy Labour o'er, | 

And care's inceſſant clamours heard no more : * 
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R:tir'd the peaſant to his ſtraw-thatch'd cot, 

The noble, rich, and mighty, envied not; 

Content with what the beautcuus Seaſons bring, 

The wealth of Autumn, promis'd by the Spriug. 

Spring! ſofteſt period of the circling Year: 

When all things in the bloom of youth appear ; 

When Nature's hcary age ſeems quite renew'd, 

In Winter's arms late ſpent and wrinkled view'd ; 

To which, while all the brighten'd landſcape 
glows, 

Summer her radiant fluh of beauty owes : 

To whoſe bland influence, and enliv' ning ſinile, 

If aught, in fancy, ſentiment, or ſtyle, 

The Muſe can boaſt of beautiful, is due 

The inſpiration, and the tribute too. 

Ye kindred fouls, whoſe taſte is form'd ſublime 

On Nature's faultleſs ſtandard, friends of rhyme, 

Wheſe feeling hearts Spring's charms by inſlinct 
move, 

Cheriſh her labours, and the verſe approve ! 

But when, at ſhut of eve, all home repair, 
The ſoft delights of vir: uous reſt to ſhare, 
Sweeter than that, on ſilken couch of down, 


Partakes the monarch burden'd with a crown; 
& 8 
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And leave the Solitude, more awful grown, 

To Philomela and the Muſe alone; 

The Muſe too muſt the ſcene ſequeſter'd quit, 

To let unrival'd the proud Songſtreſs fit. 

Ugrival'd, ſave by Him, whoſe tuneful tongue 

Of life and death in lofty numbers ſung ; 

Who of thoſe idols all ſo fond purſue, 

Riches and Fame, a faithful portrait drew ; 

Jo man immortal ſet his matchleſs ſtrings, 

Himſelf immortal render'd while he ſings! 

The dark- brow'd Night, through her opaque do- 
mains. 

The Mon, with all the planetary train, 

Liſten'd with ſilent wonder to his lay, 

Pleas'd thus preferr'd their empire to the day. 

He heard the lateſt quiver of her throat, 

Though echoes lengthen'd out each parting note, 

Who elſe, ſweet Nightingale ! could fing fo well ? 

Vho elſe the twilight-harmoniſt excel! ? 

He ſaw the lark on early pinion riſe, 

Saluting with her matia fong the ſkies ; | 

me ſilver Majeſty of night withdrew, 


And ſtors alternate vaniſn'd from the view 
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To other worlds, far as their F:ams can pierce, 
The Bard's nocturnal labours to rehearſe ! 

But ſimpler ſcenes the rural Muſe delight, 

Her wing a ſtranger to ſo bold a flight; 

Far other themes attune the ſylvan lyre, 

Far other ſtrains Spring's modeſt charms inſpire, 


The End of the S1xTH and left Boon, 


aue ii foe ber, Prog fume 1763, $346: 
ODE on SPRING. 


Addreſſed to Miſs —— 


OW Spring, of ſeaſons gentle queen, 
In flow'ry mantle rob'd of green ; 

Her locks in bcauteous ringlets ſpread, 

And rainbows circling round her head ; 


From ſouthern climes, which ſhar'd erewhile 
The vital ſunſhine of her ſmile ;. 
Upon a ſun- beam gilded cloud, 
While grateful Nature ſhouts aloud, 
Approaches ; led by jocund Mirth, 
To give ten thouſand objects birth; 
Sparkling her eye, her aſpect ſweet, 
All azure pure beneath her feet. 
Approaches, to alight anon, 

Winter with all his tempeſts gone ; 
To bid the month-divided year 
Begin its downy wing'd career; 
Awake the reed, the dance awake, 
And call creation to partake, 
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While varions taſks and ſcenes employ, 
Of univerſal wealth and joy. 

The virgin choir of Graces bland, 
Each with a rofe- bud in her hand, 
With dimpled cheeks in vermile dy'd, 
Attend their queen on either fide. 

A round her ſportive Cupids dance, 
Bending their bows with wanton glance, 
With various figns and various arts, 
Soon to ſurpriſe a thouſand hearts. 
Plump buxom Plenty, pleas'd Content, 
And Peace, on gentleſt errand ſent; 
Gay ſocial Eaſe, and Friendſhip kind, 
Make up her ſmiling train behind : 
While Mufic with her warbling lute, 
All in attentive filence mute, 

Through air in undulations toſs'd, 
With gradual cadence gently loſt, 
Swells the impaſſion'd note before, 
Sweetly repeated o'er and o'er. 
Hov'ring aloft in liquid ſky, 

She views the earth with anxious eye, 
To fee through all its wide extent, 
What change each place has underwent ; 
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Where Winter's triumphs moſt appear, 
To blaſt the ſun-abandon'd year, 

(Rude tyrant thron'd on hills of ſnow), 
There moſt her favours to beſtow. 

She views, and through the blue expanſe 
Bids the bright Lord of day advance;. 
Bids Winter's gloom, the ſæy that ſhrouds, 
Quick vaniſh into fleecy clouds; 
Commands the ſnows to fall no more, 
And colds to give their freezings o'er; 
Reſtrains the torrents of the ſky, 

Soft dews their fury to ſupply ; 

Forbids the angry ſtorm to rage, 

While lawleſs elements engage; 

But, huſh'd to ſilence by degrees, 

To imitate the fanning breeze. 

Thus all her mild commands expreſ.'d,. 
To her arrival left the reſt; 

Straight from a lacid cloud that bends, 
She with her jovial court defcends ; 
While Zephyr breathes around, and fling: 
Ambrofial oJours from her wings. 

Some of her light ethereal train 
Frequent the lily-broidecr'd plain, 
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Pleas'd to ſurvey on ev'ry fide 

The variegated proſpect wide. 

Some to the hill's acrcal height 

To bend their upward ſteps delight, 

And there, no vapours ſoul to wreathe, 

In elemental pureneſs breathe. 

Some to the river's ſhady banks, 

Where wild-goats wanton o'er their pranks, 

When noon-tide heats infeſt the air, 

With fond alacrity repair. 

Others, amid the grove's lone walk, 

With fancied forms affect to talk; 

Echoes, that deep in caves reſide, 

And Zephyrs that in whiſpers glide : 

While numbers in the oſier ſhade, 

For tender ſcenes of rapture made, 

Attune to love the ſylvan reed, 

And chide each moment's forward ſpeed. 
Where-e'er the bluſhing Goddeſs moves, 

Her ſmile, her touch, creative proves. 

Beneath the ſplendour of her cyes 

New infant-forms of beauty riſe. 

Nature all life and tranſport ſeem, 

And earth with births impatient teems. 
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The woods in waving foliage clad, 

The fields with checker'd carpets ſpread ; 
The brook, late ſwell'd from melting hills, 
Gliding along in filver rills ; 

The meadows ſtock'd with flocks and herds, 
The copſes throng'd with warbling birds : 
Shepherds and nymphs, in parties met, 
With roſy cheeks and eyes of jet; 

In ſocial ſtrains prepar'd to ſing 

The charms of Nature and of Spring, 
With hearts elate and looks ſerene, 
Beyond what raptur'd poets feign. 

Now from the city's noiſy ſtreets, 
Where Care with Grandeur ever meets, 
The wintzr-priſon'd croud repair, 

With Spring ſoft rural ſcenes to thare ; 
Amply to gain in roſy health, 

What they had forfeited for wealth. 
Such hapleſs man's peculiar fate, 

Nor rich alike in all, nor great 

If in one article he thrives, 

And one alone, howe'er he ſtrives, 

In others, fo high Heav'n decrees, 

His ſudden ill-ſucceſs he ſces ! 
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Nor blame the juftice of the ſkies ; 

One falls, and hence a thouſand rife, 

Nought but the partial love of gain + 

Could them in noiſe and ſmoke detain ; 

Save Spring's glad call no fond pretence 

Could court their loit'ring footſteps hence. 
But, more ſupremely charm'd than thoſe, 

JuL1a the fair enamour'd goes 

The ever-lovely Dame to meet, 

With brow as mild and aſpect ſweet; 

Breath that partakes of her perfume, 

And cheek that emulates her bloom ; 

By the green margin of a ſtream, 

That ſparkles to the pointed beam; 

Beneath ſome ag'd romantic oak, 

Where thoughtful bards the Muſe invoke ; 

Up ſome fair eminence, from whence 

The landſcape is ſurvey'd immenſe ; 

In ſome cloſe copſe, or woodbine ſhade, 

Or o'er ſome lawn, or upland glade ; 

Some level viſta's meaſur'd walk, 

Or deep receſs where echoes talk ; 

Where wakeful Philomel complains, 


And linnets warble forth their ſtrains ; 
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Where airy Fancy ſtrays alone 
In calm retirements of her own, 
And, though apart from human kind, 
Can company and converſe find. 
Nor ſhe alone charm'd with the year, 
It too with her would plcas'd appear. 
Her preſence adds a grace to Spring, 
While ſofter all her warblers ſing ; 
Each object, in advance ſhe meets, 
Exhibits all its choiceſt ſweets ; 
Beauty ker faireſt form aſſumes, 
More gaily ſmiles, or deeper blooms. 
She goes! but not to entertain 
The recollection light or vain, 
Or, by Spring's native charms unc2ught, 
Idly to roam for want of thought, 
Far other laurels ſhe demands 
From Virtue's conſecrated har.ds ; 
Far other ſuffrages of praiſe, 
Than Vice beſtows, or Folly pays. 
Her mute companions moſt admir'd, 
By life's diſguſting ſameneſs tir'd, 
Are, Innocence in veſlment white, 


And Fancy borne on pinion light : 
Vor. I. M 
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Content, ſtill forward to rejoice, 

And Muſic with her love-tun'd voice; 
Peace, with pleas'd brow and aſpect calm, 
And Health with breath of fragrant balm; 
Philanthropy, of boundleſs view, 

And Charity as boundleſs too; 

Friendſhip, that ſcorns each falſe diſguiſe, 
And Pity, with tear-trickling eyes ; 
Tafte, of quick ſenſe and feeling juſt, 
And Love, that knows no mean diſguſt: 
Meeknefs, of feature mildly ſweet, 

Tond with Humility to meet; 

Gay Hope, whoſe looks a tranſport wear, 
And Silence with attentive ear ; 

Fair Modeſty, that loves to walk, 

No eye to ſee, no tongue to talk; 
Candour, the rough - told tale that ſmootks 
And Sympathy, that kindly ſoothes; 
Lone Contemplation tardy- pac'd, 

And Solitude, in glooms ſolac'd; 
Wiſdom, that draws the veil from Folly, 
And with the Muſe ſweet Melancholy, 
With ſuch affociates ſhe retires, 

Traces their ſteps, their haunts admires : 
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With them her penſive hours employs, 
And though alone, the world enjoys. 
Oh ! when her wonted roams ſhe takes, 
While ev'ry ſenſe to joy awakes ; 
Whether to yonder green alcove, 

Yon belvedere, or ſpacious grove ; 


Or fine ſlop'd hill, that overlooks 
Flocks, ſhepherds, villas, woods, and brooks : 


Or ſhadowy vale, or ſunny glade, 

Or lime-tree row's imbow'ring ſhade ; 
Or gay parterre, or terrace- walk, 
Grac'd with each flow'r of courtly ſtalk -- 
Or grotto coo!, or arcade green, 

Or wilderneſs, with ſeats between 
Propitious may the ſylvan Muſe, 

In her cwn lov'd retreats ſhe woces, 
While fields their richeſt tints aſſume, 
And op'ning roſe-buds round her bloom 
Her gentleſt votary inſpire, 

And warm her with celeitial fire 

May ev'ry rural ſcene ſhe views, 

With Wiſdom lone retir'd to muſe ; 
Whether the azure-mantled ſæy, 

The wood, or brook that murmurs be 
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The rifing hill, or meadow green, 
Where ſhepherds with with their flocks convere , 
tie cojonrade, or tow'r-grac'd wall, 
The temple, or ſicep water- fall; 

The orchard, in full glory blown, 

Cr parks, with Lladcd wealth o'ergrown ; 
Cr fiow'r-plot, where carnaticns bloom, 
And pales their balmy wings perfume 


May ail, with inſpiration flor'd, 


Some ſentimental joy afford ! 


Some hiot, hy ſtudy vainly ſought, 
dome happy flight, ſome pleaſing thought! 
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In imitation of the civth Psarm *®. 


Nec wiget guidguam femil: aut ſecundum. Hor 


Scend, my Muſe, inferiour ſcenes give oer. 
On wing of fire celeſtial heights to ſour. 


No common ſubject now demands thy lays, 


Nothing below the great CæEAToOoR's praiſc ; 
Who ſyſtems calls to being when he wills, 


Whoſe preſence Nature's wide expanſion fill., 


The 104th Pſalm is, perhaps, one of the fnzt compoſi i 
ef antiquity, and only wants che appendage of ſome celcb;2ted 
H2athen's name to be uaiverſally ad!nire!, I. his und rgone a 
variety of ve: ſions by ſome cf the maſt Liſtingu. ed viti, no 
leſs than twelve :o the writer's own Knowledge; all of them: in- 
ipired with a lau able emulation to imitate or preſerve the beau 
ty of the ſublime original. Of theſe, den ore in a lestged lan 
g1:age, No wonder therefore, if little neu or Qriking fn 


2ccur in the profent attempt to illuſt ate this Divine Gf: 
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But whih, tchough not immenſity confines, 

In empyrean worlds tranſcendent ſhines. 
Honour, his by prerogative alone, 

Is ever the attendant on his throne ; 

While Majeſty, approach'd with awe profound, 

Encircles him ineffable around. 

He clo:hes himſelf, unſufferably bright, 

Jn all the pomp of uncreated light ; 


Though to frail mortals, but with breath inſpir'd, 


Darkneſs is his pavilion dread retir'd ; 

While ſeraphe, ſwelling the immortal ſtrings, 
Veil their aſtoniſh'd faces with their wings. 

He ſpreads the ſpacious ſkies beneath his feet, 
Like a vaſt curtain, or expanſive ſheet; | 
While z:ther ſwells tranſparently around, 

Pure elemental fluid without bound. 

On the broad deep the ſapphire columns riſe, 
That bear up the huge circle of the ſkies ; 

Von {uperv arch, where in full glory ſhine 

Proofs of ſuperiour wiſdom and deſign. 

Above, rais'd glorious by paternal hands, 

The mighty palace of Jexovan ſtands, 
Amazing height, and depth, and breadth, and length! 
Surpaſing ſplendour, grandeur, beauty, ſtrength ! 
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Eternity its baſis ! ſubſtance light! 
Attendants angels! area infinite! 

On ev'ry cloud a vehicle he finds, 
And walks upon the pinions of the winds, 
Through the vaſt ſtretch of infinite expanſe, 
Suns darken'd in their orbits at his glance, 
Abroad he moves, omnipotently great, 
In all the glorious majeſty of flare, 
His angels round, that bend the duteous knee, 
Are ſpirits of pre-eminent degree; 
In whom glows out their Max ss's image bright, 
Efflux of breath divine, firſt-born of light. 
His miniſters bright rang'd before him and, 
To watch each ſignal of ſupreme command; 
Active, as glances of ethereal fire, 
To execute what his beheſts require ; 
BeheRts of mercy to his worlds around, 
Diſpers'd ti.rough all the depths of ſpace proſourè. 
Tempeſts themſelves, urpetuous as they blow, 
Strongly convulling Nature's frame below; 
And lightnings, roli'd in vivid ſheets around, 
His dreadful miniders of wrath are found, 

'The mighty pillars of the Earth he laid, 
Ard her foundations everlaſting made. 
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In vain loud thunders break, and tempeſts rage. 
$he ſtands unmov'd though elements engage. 
The ſwelling waters o'er the mountains riſe, 
The great Abyſs heaves boundleſs to the ſkies ; 
At his rebuke the billows ſwoln ſubſide, 
Reſtrain their fury, and contra their tide ; 
With haſty tumult, and deep-felt uproar, 
Down through the valleys ſeek their deſtin'd ſhore x. 
Where, circumſcrib'd, immenſe barriers withſtand 
Their hoſtile inundations on the land ; 
While in his dwelling man ſecure reſides, 
Hears Ocean roar, nor dreads his angry tides. 

ie bids the ſprings guſh forth among the hills, 
To wander through the vales in ſilver rills ; 
Where, with his flock, the ſhepherd ſpeeds his way, 
And aſſcs wild their ardent thirſt allav ; 
Adown whoſe ſides, wood-grown and vocal too, 
Tlie feather'd tribe their tuneful taſks renew; 
His praiſe divine in choral numbers ſing, 
Oft as his ſmile turns Winter into Spring; 
While echoes, up-rous'd by the general ſong, 
Catch ev'ry meaſure, and each note prolong. 

From his fraught clouds deſcend the timely rains, 
To fatten and refreſh the thirſty plains. 


HYMN To Tus DEIT. V. 141 


Achereal fluid, of prolific pow'r, 

To give the vernal and autumnal hour: 

While all. mankind their grateful joy declare, 
Bleſs'd with each mark of kind indulgent care 
Content with what his various works produce, 
Charm'd with their beauty, harmony, and uſe. 

With flow'ry herbage he o'erſpreads the field, 

A rich repaſt the milky kind to yield, 

In luſty droves that low from ev'ry hill, 

While flocks beneath the bleating meadows fill. 
And ſee the village-nymph, high-fluſt'd with health, 
Exhauſt each udder of its balmy wealth ; 

And homeward, guided by the twilight beam, 

In frothing goblets bear the luſcious ſtream. 

Here, of fine movements, and majeſtic fize, 
With deep-arch'd neck, and lightning-kind!.d yes ; 
Ears exquiſitely- faſnion'd, noſtrils wide, 

And mane that flutters in diſhevell'd piide; 
The ſprightly horſe, of more than iger 
Delights through Nature's green rere 


Or plunges, heated by the noon-tice 7. .-r 

Amid the gelid river's cloſing itrearr - 

To cool the glow which through his vii ins, 
Ard check the tide that ſhoots along his veins. 
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For Man he bids the juicy herb ariſe, 
That Plenty ſtill may feaſt his raviſh'd eyes; 
Bids various crops their turgid ears untold, 
Each valley waving in autumnal gold; 
Bids the fluſh'd vine her purple cluſters fill, 
And balm from ev'ry unctuous ſhrub diſtill : 
That wake to rapture man's expanded heart, 
And vigour to his well-brac'd limbs impart ; 
To the ſoit cheek perpetual ſmiles beſtow, 
And to each feature Health's freſh roſeate glow. 
He calls the ſap, detruded to the root, 
Among the boughs a living tide to ſhoot ; 
And lo! a thouſand foreſts ſtand diſplay'd, 
In all the verdant majeſty of ſhade; 
The hill-rais'd cedar, of ſuperiour ſize, 
Mounts in adumbrant verdure to the ſkies ; 
While zephyrs, thro' the full-ſpread ſalemn gloom, 
With aromatic ſcents their wings perfume. 
Hither the tuneful tenants of the air, 
As to a hoſpitable lodge, repair; 
Here, mutual pair'd, and by ſoft duties preſt, 
With care parental build the downy neſt ; 
Here, on glad pinions waft the inſect- food, 
To ſoothe with tender life their callow brood ; 
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Here, gently teach the infant-wing to riſe, 
Anon to ſtretch unbounded through the ſkies : 
While in the boſom of a lofty fir 
The ſtork enjoys the manſion rais'd for her. 
On yonder tufted hill's romantic ſides, 
Whoſe brow ſublime oft the blue vapour hides, 
The wild-goats upward climb their dauntleſs way, 
Where Fancy's footſteps dread themſelves to ſtray. 
Self-taught to climb, beneath no ſhepherd's charge 
On Nature's hidden boon they feed at large ; 
While in the rocks below, and ſhrubby dells, 
The nimble-footed cony ſilent dwells; 
At cach return of eve, or dewy morn, 
Stol'n forth to nibble through the bladed cors. 
Kindled from the refulgence of his eye, 
The ſun aſſum'd his ſtation in the ſky; 
Earth an unnumber'd progeny to give, 
And bid ten thouſand forms of being live ; 
Each ſeaſon to ecjoy its deſtin'd range, 
And day and night obſerve alternate change. 
In what bright beams of glory he aſcends ! 
How to his riſe the gen'ral eye attends ! 
How grand in Noon's refulgency of light ! 
How ſoft his ſetting radiance on the fight ! 
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At his command the full-orb'd Moon aroſe, 
To mount her chariot at the twilight cloſe ; 
Relieve faint Nature from noon's ſultry blaze, 
Amid the languiſh of her ſofter rays. 
Through viſtas lone how mild her ſplendours gleam : 
How ocean ſwells beneath the placid beam ! 
At her approach what crouds of twinkling ſtars 
Round Night's pale empreſs whirl their filver cars ! 
[Down the cryitalline void, with graceful bend, 
He bids the rain bow's dewy priſms extend. 
From clime to clime the ſign zthereal's ſeen, 
Radiant with orange, purple, and wich green. 
Behind a broken watery cloud, the ſun 
In one grand arch ſees all his ſplendours run; 
To tell mankind no deluge ſhall o'erflow, 
As heretofore, the fated world below; 
But that bland moiſture and refreſhing ſnow're, 
To give the earth new vegetative pow'rs, 
Soon as the fulgid wonder bends o'er all, 1 
Shall from the air-ſuſpended conduits fall ; 
To a light texture looſe the kindly foil, 
And halt anticipate the peaſant's toil. 
Me: view, with grateful hearts, and raviſh'd eyes, 
The awple glory ſtretch'd acroſs the ſkies; 
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Meanly indulge alarming doubts no more, 

But proſtrate kneel, ſing praiſes, and adore. 
Darkneſs from Him its dreary being takes, 

When only Rapine, back'd by Murder, wakes ; 

When, more than half-rejoic'd Creation gone 

To thoſe chaſte welcome ſlumbers toil brings on; 

Their aſpects fierce the prowling race aſſume, 

Quit their dank caves, and ſtalk the rueful gloom, 

Rabid and gaunt, abruptly forth they pour, 

And add freſh horrours to the midnight hour ; 

While but the moon, with pale reluctant ray, 

Shines conſcious of their outrage on the prey. 

How ſwift their ſteps the trackleſs wilds explore! 

How loud the repercuſſions of their roar ! 

How quake the world of animals around, 

Hid in their holes, or ſcamp'ring o'er the ground ! 
The Lion, in majeſtic terrour proud, 

To awful ſilence huſh'd the ſavage croud; 

Steps forth with ſlumber ſullenly content, 

On ſlaughter and aſſault indignant bent. 

Enrag'd by want the ſhaggy monarch ſtands, 

And with redoubled roar his food demands ; 

He rears his mane, diſcloſes wide his aw, 

And tears the prey beneath his ruthleis paw. 
Vor. I. * 
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From the bright chambers of the Eaſt, at length, 

Ihe ſun ariſes, glorious in his ſtrength ; 

'The ſanguine tribe, each to his gloomy den, 

Retreat apace in gather'd troops from men. 

There, ſtretch'd behind huge carnage-clotted tones, 

Mid ghaſtly ſculls, cruſh'd limbs, and fractur'd bones, 

Deep-gorg'd with blood, all-horridly they ſleep, 

Or yawning grim, unceaſing growlings keep. 
Eternal Sov'reign of the ſtarry ſkies ! 

Where-e'er we caſt our wonder-gazing eyes, 

How admirable, how immenſe are found 

Thy works, through all creation's ample round ! 

Of matchleſs ſkill what maſter touches ſhine ! 

What ſignatures of workmanſhip divine ? 

Till human thoughts, howe'er aloft they. tow'r, 

Are loſt in thy infinity of pow'r ! 

O'er yonder wide ccerulean tracts on high, 

Thee in thy blaze of glory we deſcry ; 

Thy Godhead's brighteſt characters ſurvey, 

Nor need our Bible's mandate to obey : 

There, while ſuns unextinguiſhably burn, 

And planets on their golden axles turn ; 

While comets take their grand zthereal range, 

And ſeaſons in ſublime progreſſion change, 
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But if the pinion aquiline deſcends, 
And to the Earth its downward flight extends; 
Earth we behold exhibit ev'ry hour, 
Like proofs of ſapience, and creative pow'r ; 
But chief of love paternal, that o'er all 
Thy other works for admiration call; 
Till with big tranſports each full heart runs o'er, 
And man's capacious with can graſp no more ! 

Here ſwells the ocean boundleſs to the view, 
Whoſe amber depths conceal thy wonders too. 
Here, wafted pathlefs through the booming ide, 
Beyond arrangement animals reſide ; 
Some of ſtupendous ſize, while gradual ſome, 
Smaller almoſt to infinite become. 
What eye not more than mortal can extend, 
Where theſe tumultuous worlds of water end ? 
Whoe'er the gulf unfathomable plumb'd ? 
Its iſlands number'd, or its treaſures ſumm'd ? 

Here, with broad ſheets unloos'ned to the gale, 
Like flying caltles, trade-built navies fail ; 
Loaded with all the wealth of diſtant ſhores, 
What Luxury affects, or Want implores. 
Hence Nature's various products intermix'd, 
And bounds to home - bred prejudices fix d; 
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Hence elegance of manners takes its riſe, 
And thoſe fine arts affected by the wiſe ; 
Hence ties commercial bind conſenting ſtates, 
While public faith ſecures, and juſtice rates; ; 
Hence friendly feelings wake the ſocial heart, | 
And int'reſts join, whom mighty oceans part. | 
Here hoge Leviathans their dwellings keep, 
Monarchs enormous of the billowy deep ; | | 
In awkward gambols, and unwieldy play, 


| Like living mountains ſweep their uncouth way ; | 
| | O'er the ſwoln ſurge in clumſy grandeur riſe, | 
, And ſquirt the liquid columns to the ſkies. | 


When the black tempeſt's midnight terrours form, 
And flame and thunders aggravate the ſtorm ; 
The cumbrous potent of the ſcaly throng | 
Heaves unalarm'd his ſhapeleſs bulk along ; | 
Na:u:e's dread aſpect all ſedate he braves, l 
Amid the umult of conflicting waves; | 
Or ſportive, while the elements engage, 
Deep2as their horrours, and augmonts their rage. 
T hte all promiſcuous, happy with their ſtate, | 
Daily on thee, ALmicuTY FATHER, wait; 
Wait in obſervance of thy high command, 
To catch the prompt allowance from thy hand : 
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It they receive, are ſatisfy'd, and own, 
With pleas'd content, to them thy bounty ſhown ! 
To Earth aghaſt is turn'd thy wrathful look, 
'The Earth 1s to her inmoſt baſis ſhook ; 
Sudden, at thy tremendous touch burſt out 
In ſmoke the kindied mountains all about ; 
Their loos'd foundations to the bottom rock, 
And nature to the centre feels the ſhock. 
Diſpleaſure veils the ſmiles upon thy face, 
Diſmay and anguiſh ſeize the human race; 
Thy finger interrupts their fleeting breath, 
They faint, they fink, o'erwhelm'd by inſtant death; 
Proftrate in aſhes own thy vengeance juſt, 
Drop into nothing, and return to duſt, 
From thy dread brow the cloud of anger falls, 
Thy voice with Mercy's tender accents calls; 
From depths of ſorrow man erects his eye, 
To thee, great God, and thy relenting ſky ; 
Renew'd in beauty earth rejoicing ſtands, 
As firſt form'd perfect from thy plaſtic hands. 
So cloth'd in ſtorms and vapours for a robe, 
Stretching his iron ſceptre o'er the globe; 
When Winter ſteps abroad w:th ſullen frown, 
From rocks abrupt his torrents tumbling down ; 
N 3 
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The rural world, its vegetation gone, 
A wither'd form and aſpect pale puts on; 
Gay beauty's ſoft diverſities of hue 
Unfold no more, bedropt with pearly dew ; 
Joyleſs the eye, round the wide landſcape thrown, 
Sees one vaſt ſcene with wildneſs overgrown. 
But, when tranſported on a zephyr's wing, 
From heav'n alights the roſy-featur'd Spring; 
To Earth's cold centre, long unknown to day, 
Extends the Seaſon's vivifying ray : 
Nature no more with miſts inveſted glooms, 
But one unbounded jocund ſmile aſſumes ; 
To vegetable life each object wakes, 
And Ruin her dread paths below forſakes. 
The glory of Jefovan ſhall endure, 
On rectitude his throne eſtabliſh'd ſure, 
Eternal, incommumcably bright, 
When yonder orbs are whelm'd in central night; 


When worlds in myriads through the mighty void, 


Have been in turns created and de ſtroy'd. 

In his grand works, of each ſublime degree, 
Shall his ſupreme complacence ever be. 

His works, each plann'd for ſome peculiar race, 
That croud the infinite profound of ſpace ! 
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His works, to which compar'd, how ſtrangely ſmall 
The little extent of our atom ball! 

His works, howe'er unmeaſurably great, 

That nothing ſeem, if by a God we rate! 

His works, which but himſelf can comprehend, 
The rap'trous ſong of angels without end ! 

While falient life ſhoots through theſe conſcious 
And animation's lateſt ſpark remains ; [veins, 
To thee, all-gracious PAR ENT of the ſkies ! 

My hymns on Faith's ecſtatic wing ſhall riſe. 
Thy orient ſun ſhall hear my ſong renew'd, 
Ardent to his late parting bluſh purſu'd. 
Of thee, eſſential ExceLLExce ! of thee, 
Sweet ſhall each ſtated meditation be ! 
Unutterably ſweet, when pain, or grief 
Mocks the vain impotence of man's relief ! 
In Thee, SUPREME ! alone will I rejoice, 
To Thee alone exalt my grateful voice. 

On Thee alone for ſupport will I call, 

In Thee alone my withes center all. 

Let thoſe, ingrate, their own deluded foes, 

Who dare JeHovan's outſtretch'd arm oppoſe, 
And at his dread perfections fearleſs ſcoff, 
Be, unlamented, from mankind cut off; 
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Leſt yet their guilt to bolder hcights ſhould riſe, 
Aſtoniſh earth, and irritate the ſkies. 

But thou, my ſoul, thy nobler pow'rs exert, 

To act through life a leſs preſumptuous part; 
To know thyſelf, that ſum of wiſdom when 
All other boaſted knowledge dies with men. 
Still perſevere in Virtue's ſacred way, 

And all her laws with promptitude obey, 

Offer thy Maxex till a holy flame, 

And bleſs for ever his tranſcendent nams, 
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THE THEORY or TEARS. 
A FRAGMEN T. 
Inſcribed to Mrs PLEYDELL. 


Sunt lacryme rerum — Vis. 


Ears, which the bar-rang'd oratours command, 

Are tears of pleaſure for the fee in hand, 
The greater it the more abundant thoſe, 
Rated by price, as wine by meaſure flows, 
But wines a due hilarity impart, 
Their tears add ſadneſs to the client's heart. 
Grief, when ſincere, by no vain proof appears, 
Too vaſt for the parade of formal tears. 
So, in the ſky when deep-charg'd thunders brew, 
No clouds deſcend ia rain, or melt in dew. 

On TuLLyY's words when liſt'ning ſenates hung, 

Charm'd by the magic accents of his tongue, 
Few tears ſuffic'd ; for tears then learn'd to flow 
Leſs at the call of Lucre than of Wo. 
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Once from the offer'd hand your fee withdraw, 
That key which opes che cabinet of Law, 
Tears then no more ſhall their full ſluices break, 
Nor eyes amid the dew of rhetoric — ſpeak. 
The maxim then how much the truth beyond 
That hearts and eyes muſt ever correſpond ! 
Reverſe the adage, and behold it true, 
If you mankind by no falſe optics view. 

The Doctor's tears, if doors weep at all, 
That ſoon his patient will recover, fall. 
Each ſalient vein that vibrates towards health, 
Beats in repugnance to the pulſe of wealth ; 
Each ſign that to an happy criſis tends, 
A tear reſiſtleſs to its orbit ſends. 
But here the pointed ſatire fain would ſtop, 
Joy too, like Sorrow, boaſts her pearly drop. 
From fleecy clouds, on which the ſun-beam plays, 
Oft falls the dew-ſhow'r interſpers'd with rays, 
Let Candour, then, who ſcorns the partial plan, 
Sometimes miſtake the doctor for a man. 
All hope is gone! behold ! the doctor cries ! 
«« His tears ſpeak out in ſilence from his eyes! 
* Good tender man! — but ſay, dear doctor, ſay, 
* [s it too certain what your looks betray ? 
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« Has Phyſic now no laſt reſource to try? 
* And muſt the ſweet, the lovely patient — die ? 

4% No, Heav'n be prais'd !” with fervour-lifted 

eyes, | 

« My tears are tears of joy,” the doctor cries ; 
© No more the fever's heats internal barn, 
« No more deliriums, big with fate, return 
«© Mix theſe few cordials, aud your fears abate, 
„Our patient's in a convaleſcent ſtate.” 
Short triumph! his lank purſe ſo empty felt, 
Each eye would fain from other motives melt. 
Now certain hopes Health's kind prognoſtics give, 
So ſoon cur'd patients, how ſhall doctors live? 
Men muſt debauch, take fevers, faint, and rave, 
Few hopes attend them, and late periods fave ; 
Their fatal ſnares maſt wine and women ſpread, 
Or doQtors go a-begging for their bread. 
Which is the worſt alternative, let thoſe 
That dictate from the caſuiſt's chair diſcloſe, 

Now to the pulpit turns the Muſe's eye, 
There, haply, tears from proper fonts to ſpy ; 
Doubtleſs, if ſuch us any where o'ertake, 
Although with-held for Friendſhip's preſſing ſake, 
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Though rarely found in roſtrums, it muſt be 
Where God deſcends, and mortals bend the knee. 
Where all confeſs, a tale that ſtill begins, 
How much Religion ſuffers by their fins, 
On whoſe ſublime and vencrable plan, 
We riſe to angel, and renounce the man. 

But hold, — all honour to the ſacred gown, 
Though leſs rever'd the gem-encircled crown. 
A ſcoff contemptuous here, were to decry 
Virtue herſelf, fair native of the ſky. 
Were to defame the Volume of the ſkies, 
By Goy's own finger penn'd to make men wile. 
Degrace the gown, and ridicule the text, 
You muſt (dread thought !) dethrone ]zHov an next. 
The perſon from the office we divide, 
To ſhun the ſtigma, or of guilt or pride; 
Pride, that betrays a littleneſs of mind, 
And guilt of a moſt diſingenuous kind. 

Tears, guſhing forth, the parſon's ſight bedim, 
His eyes, like ſtars in miſts, uncertain ſwim ; 
Nor wonder ſuch his cautious lids beguile, 
For oh! the melting pathos of his ſlyle! 
Who can behold him, and refrain from tears! 
None, but the marble-hearted wretch who — hears. 
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This vain parade of partial tears is ſhown, 
Becauſe the preacher's to himſelf unknown, 

In big effuſive conſciouſneſs they run. 

For what his pen, not wicked heart, has done. 
With contrite looks, and ſome few paſſing groans, 
His fins and errours multiplied, he owns; 

But let no cenſure from the critic fall, 

His pen omnipotent has cancell'd all. 

For acting ill, as few in both excel, 

Sure Heav'n will pardon him for — writing well. 
But this, not Nature's, but the preacher's law, 
No tears but ſacerdotal e'er can draw; 

Hence, though the rapt ſelf-conſcious parſon weeps, 
No ſocial tear a well bred cadence keeps; 

Or, if a courteous drop with his conſents, 

The check alone, but not the ſoul, rcleats. 

Thus womens eyes abundant uſe to flow. 

If you the reaſon aſk — they do not know. 

Few honeſt tears, like gentle PLEVDELT's, ſtart, 
Conglob'd by Friendihip, from the feeling heart. 
But fha!l rough Satire quite ingroſb the page, 
And through the numbers ſpend its Cynic rage ? 
No; let ſome gentle ſubjeR clole the ſong, 

To the ſoſt paſſions ſofter ſtrains belong. 
For-. 0 
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The muſe increaſing ardours too may feel, 

And kindle onward like a chario:-wheel ; 

But not, as chariots raiſe the duſt around, 

Truth to obſcure, or reaſon to confound. 
Tears are the eye's pellucid dews, that fall 


At Pity's ſummons, or at Mercy's call; 


Though ruthleſs eyes oft-times affect them too, 


As ſtones themſelves diſtill a breathing dew : 
As Spring's to earth, all-gently ſuch impart 
A kindly genial ſoftneſs to the heart. 

Tears, when the mind enjoys unruffled eaſe, 


For form-ſake ſhed, or from deſire to pleaſe, 


Scem like thoſe rains, through ſunſhine oft ſent down, 


From partial clouds, when Nature wears no frown, 


Tears are the ſpecial meſſengers, akin 
To oracles, on crrands from within, 
To tell mankind, beyond conjectures vain, 
Thoſe ſecrets Friendihip only can explain; 
What active paſtions riſe in tender ſtriſe, 
V' hat ſoſt afteGions touch the iprings of life. 
Tears are the wordleſs language of the heart, 


That more, far more, than empty ſounds impart; 


By which it loves, o'erburden'd, to complain, 


When ſpeech would but offend, or prove in vain. 
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Tears eaſe the ſoul in anguiſh and deſpair, 
And leave a iadly-pleaſing languor there. 
Thus cloſe pent clouds diſſolve in haſty ſhow'rs, 
By which the thunder loſes all its pow'rs ; 
The ſcy, far as the fpreading view unfolds, 
A temp'ratare ſ:rene and foften'd holds. 
Tears are the gentle ſtreams that off convey 
Tivſe floods that weuld o'erwhelm us by delay; 
The hcart's big ſwell, by hard misfortunes priev'd, 
That heaving ſoon would burſt, not thus relizy*d, 
Tears are the tender proofs of love fiacere, 
In ſilence ſhed, whence no reports take air; 
Shed, as the tribute of congenial minds, 
While each a more than vulgar tranſport finds: 
Falſe eyes, indeed, may weep, if ſame divulge, 
But true affection only can indulge, 

Tears are the debt, in pearly drops convey'd, 
Put more than pearls in price, to merit paid ; 
In which none act the baſe info! vent's part, 
But thoſe whom Nature form'd without a heart. 
Fears wait on Vice, and oft on Virtus too, 
As winter- clouds diſſolve in ſummer- de w. 
Tears, though the cheek a partial mark retain, 
Waſh out, if ſhed aright, a fouler ſtain. 
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Tears are the filent arguments to tell 

That man's immortal, though at firſt he fell. 
Immortal! — for he weeps for joy oft-times, 
Free from the ſting ot recollected crimes, 

And what can Nature's law thus counteraQt ? 
What thus ſenſation's ſprings revers'd affect? 

O thought ſublime! Kong proofs inculcate hence, 
How much inferiour to the mind the ſenſe, 
Diſſolv'd in tears, that feebly it reflects 

Back to the ſoul what rapt'rous ſhe expects; 

As CyxTH#1., though in full-orb'd glory bright, 
But faintiy repreſents her pareat light, 

Thus men infer, the ſoul ſuperiour muſt 

Exiſt apart, when duſt returns to duſt. 

For, if the body impotent withſtands 

Thoſe tranſports ſhe to infinite demands ; 

Reaſon dare promiſe her defires immenſe, 

As Virtue's long - expected recompenſe, 

But when, or where, no mortal's taught to know, 
Thar full enjoyment ſenſe can ne'er beſtow, 
When matter lives in various forms no more, 
And all the farce of human life is o'er, 
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Jam Nox inducere terris 

Umbras, et cœlo diffundere figna parabat. 

Virtus 

Intaminatis fulget honoribus. Hos, 


HE hurry of the buſy world was o'er, 
And in the weſtern ocean ſunk the ſun ; 
Mild Eve, unlocking her ambroſial tore, 
To throw thick ſhadows from the hills begun. 
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A ſolemn ſtillneſs lull'd the filent world, 
The fleecy flocks within their folds retir'd ; 
Save where the pebble · ruffled ſtreamlet purl'd, 
Save where the grove with whiſp'ring plaints in- 
[ ſpir'd. 
Save where the thruſh, perch'd on a thorny ſpray, 
Makes ev'ry echo vocal with his ſong, 
Join'd by the loud-pip'd blackbird's kindred lay, 
Down the dark lengthen'd vale protracted long. 


Save where the turtle, in ſoft cooing trains, 
While not a breath to interrupt him ſtirs, 

To his coy unrelenting mate complains, 
From the green boſom of encircling firs. 


Now, on the ſurface of the Iucid ſtream, 
The youthful ſwains exert each active limb; 
Around in dewy light the waters gleam, 
Forming alternate circles as they ſwim. 


This charming exerciſe Health calls her own, 
Hence beauty, life, and pleaſure be it nam'd, 
Freſh as Aurora on her eaſtern throne, 


Each gains the beach, in every nerve new - fram'd. 
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Returning home, with triumph in his look, 
The Angler in his baſket bears his ſpoils, 

The finny treaſures of a neighb'ring brook, 
Or by his hook made captive, or his toils. 


On the green turf the village-rout advance, 
Maids of plump buxom form, and ſpruce-clad 
Each mingles artleſs in the feſtive dance, [ſwains ; 
Enliven'd by che fiddle's well-known ſtrains, 


Each ſhepherd fronts the nymph he moſt admires, 
A glance declares what CoLin's fears deny ; 
Damon betrays his heart-conſuming fires 
In the ſpontaneous language of a ſigh. 


With native art, and well- affected ſcorn, 4 
Fain would each maid her ignorance pretend ; | 
But vainly would the eaſt conceal the morn, 


When tipt with liquid gold the hills aſcend. 


Now Contemplation mounts her eagle - wing, 
To take advantage of the ſpecial hour; 
Wonders, where- e' er ſhe moves, before her ſpring, 
Court her attention, and exhauſt each pow'r. 
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Loſt in a breathing wilderneſs of ſweets, 


Through the wide garden's order'd walks ſhe rays, 


Where Beauty with her filter Plenty meets, 


| 
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Reflecting each on each commutual praiſe, 


Yonder ſhe ſtoops to view the lily clad 
In fair, unſpotted mantle, white as milk ; 
Narciſſus here, with ſoft deciining head, 
Dreſs'd in a figured robe of gloſſy ſilk. 


Let haughty monarchs, ſeated on a throne, 
Demand the homage of a thouſand knees ; 
Lo! Contemplation calls a world her own, 


All yonder ſun in his proud circuit ſees, 


In chariot, rapid as the whirlwind's ſpeed, 
Aſtoniſh'd through Creation can ſhe fly, 

Where ſyſtems in amazing change ſucceed, 
Nor ſtop to ſee an emperour paſs by, 


No zephyr whiſpers through the ſighing trees, 
No murmurs float down the pellucid rills; 
No foreſt-bloom invites the fipping bees, 
No lambkins bleat round from adjacent hills; 
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No coſtly pearls lie ſcatter'd on the ſhore, 


No diamonds ſparkle on their native rocs ; 
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No metals glitter in their common ore, 
No coral bluſhes on its parent ſtock; 


No gaudy peacock ſpreads his rainbow plumes, 
A bright circumf'rence of reſplendent hues ; 

No bed of flowers the ambient air perfumes, 
No healing plant diſtills its balmy dews ; 


No vernal ſongſter tunes his tender lay, 
No foodful herb protrudes its infant ſtems; 
No inſect flutters on the quiv'ring ſpray, 
No hawthorn twinkles, hung with pendent gems : 


Nature diſpenſes nought of fair, or ſweet, 
Of uſeful, curious, delicate, or grand, 
But riſes in luxuriance at her feet, 
But waits obſequious on her mild command. 


To Her, and gentle Eve, Silence, and Eaſe, 
Who would the buſtle of a court prefer, 

At Virtue's coſt where men are pleas'd, and pleaſe, 
Depart from Nature, and from Reaſon err ? 


| 
| 
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With them, as life advances in its round, 
Our knowledge and aſteniſhment increaſe ; 
Till, baply, with ſucceſs our labours crown'd, 


Death ſhuts our eves, and ends our days in peace. 


But now the wearicd peaſant's homeward gone, 
To taite the welcome tv,.cets of healthful reſt ; 
Such reſt as hon rural toil brings on, 


No: diſcompcs'd by guilt, perplexing gueſt. 


F:ce from Ambition's wildly-fancied ſchemes 
Of boundleſs honours, riches, and renown ; 

The fopling's raptures, and the miſer's dreams, 
And endleſs terrours that beſet a crown. 


Him at the door his ſmiling off:pring meet, 
His wonted period they remember well; 
Liſping and prattling round in accents ſweet, 

Each has its pretty artleſs ile to teil. 


Sce, how they firive to graſp Lis willing hand, 
Jump to his arms to ſhare tie offer'd kiſs! 

Let kings with empty glory ſtates command, 
Even kings might envy ſuch a ſcene as this, 
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With what the garden's wholeſome beds afford, 
The ſimple pantry, or the milky churn, 
Within his conſort ſpreads th humble board, 


Impatient for his welfare and return. 


Let not the homely peaſant then repine, 

Though coarſe his fare, and his attendants rude ; 
Let princes boaſt their rarities and wine, 

His cooling eſculents are better food. 


Thee give an active vigour to the nerve, 
And paint with roſcate bloom the ſmiling face ; 
From num'rous ills the hardy frame preſerve, 


That torture and deform the human race : 


The whizling aſthma, and conſumption wan, 
The ſtone, the gout, the ague, and catarrh ; 

Thoſe foes conleagu'd implacable 'gainſt man, 
That ſlaughter more than fall a prev to war, 


Summer for him matures her hneſt roots, 
Suckles each wholeſome plant, an] balmy herb; 
For him the crchard ſwells with choiceſt fruits, 


And ev'ry meadow wears a fowery garb. 
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Excurſive bees, for his luxurious uſe, 
With liquid ſweet: diſtend their waxen cells. 
For him rich crops Autumnal ſuns produce, 


While underneath his roof kind Plenty dwells. 


What would the man, from Virtue's paths aſtray, 
Whoſe thoughts perplex, whoſe paſſions domineer, 

Uncheck'd by ſober Reaſon's friendly ſway, 
Haraſs'd by conſcience, and diſturb'd with fear ; 


What would he give one moment to enjoy 

The lowly ploughman's toil-inhanc'd repoſe, 
Sweet cordial ſlumbers never known to cloy, 

Which, big with boaſts, proud Grandeur ne'er 

[ beſtows ? 

Did mankind know what palaces contain, 

What ſplendid mis'ry fills a coach and fix ; 
What Hydra miſchicfs round encompaſs Gain, 


What poiſons with Earth's choiceſt pleaſures mix: 


Could we conceive but half the piercing ſmart 
That often lurks beneath a ſpecious ſhow ; 
The keen remorſe, the ſortow- bleeding heart, 


The fall ieſlection, and the poignant wo: 
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Sure our ambition would no higher riſe, 
No larger views our reſtleſs wiſhes ſwell, 
Than with the hind, now all his labour o'er, 
Beneath the cot's unenvied roof to dwell. 


Contented to partake the homely diſh, 

The herb, the root, the brook that murmurs by, 
Viands, though not high-ſeaſon'd to our wiſh, 

Which health, grey hairs, and ſtrength of limb 

(ſupply. 

Such topics croud upon the ſtudious thought 

At the ſoft period of departed day ; | 
The ſoul ſeems now by iatuition taught, 

And wak'd by magic the ſpontaneous lay. 


Quick as the eye, in many a vivid glance, 
Shoots o'er the landſcape's variegated ſcene ; 
Fancy ſinks in enthuſiaſtic trance, 
And pleaſing rapture thrills along each vein, 


For what rapt muſe, with philoſophic eye, 
Half thy productions, Nature, can run o'er ? 
Sooner arrang'd the ſtars of midnight ſky, 
Or aggregated ſands that form the ſhore. 
Vol. I. P | 
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When Morn impearls the ground with ſhining gems, 
Beauty ſeems in her faireſt form array'd ; 

While gradual ſhe expands the tender ſtems, 
Or fits with Meditation in the ſhade. 


But ſee mild Eve approach, by zephyrs fann'd, 
Breathing the garden's humid ſwcets around ; 
Still foſter beauties riſe at her command, 


Flow*cs rob'd in fairer liv'ry ftrow the ground. 


Nor, on the ſcorching heats of noon intent, 
When Vegetation droop'd her ſickly head, 

Are Recollection's thoughts now idly ſpent, 
To en ev'ry object round her ſpread. 


When Spring ſuccceds inclement Winter's reign, 
And turns his frown of horrour to a ſmile ; 
What ncw-created charms bedeck the ſcene, 


Wrapt up in v-pours, miſts, and ſtorms erewhile. 


Put Sammer comes, to rule the laughing year, 


Her cheek the glow of health, her breath perfume ; - 


Where-e'er ker flow'r-enamel'd fleps appear, 
How rich the drap'ry! and how deep the bloom! 
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Has Nature yet a larger fund in ſtore ? 
She has; ſee Autumn bending with his load 
Of yellow full-ear'd wealth, unknown before, 


On Indudry's peculiar ſons beſtow'd. 


Thus fondly fill the preſent we conclude, 
More lovely, more attractive than the paſt ; 

Our wonder heightens with the object view'd, 
Their origin the ſame, the ſame their laſt, 


Such rich variety, ſuch beauteous change, 
+ Revolving ſtill, as months complete their ſigns, 
Where-e'er our fancy-guided footſteps range, 


But chiefly when Day's parting ſan-beam ſhines. 


Aſide when Nature lays her dazzling robes, 
And mantles her fair form ia ſober grey ; 

When gentle Eve rounds the ſoft dew in glabee, 
And ſcatters them tranſlucent on each ſpray. 


Tranſported with the ſcene, the penſive Muſe 
Strays onward by a ſtream's meaad'ring ow; 
Where, in a length of avenue diffuie, 
Majeſtic elms their bending ſhade beſtow, 
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Hither with fond alacrity ſhe moves, 
To woo fair Virtue in her native ſeats, 
For Virtue folitude and ſilence loves, 


And oft to them from drawing-rooms retreats, 


Hills, at ſome diſtance, with ambitious height, 
AſcerCing to the ſkies, confine the view, 

From which the ſun, in ſcatter'd rays of light, 
Took, like departing friends, his late adieu. 


Here, in the centre of a ſhady bow'r, 
Riſes a ſeat of turf, enamel'd oer 


With a rich carpet of each fragrant gbr, 
While branches arch'd an entrance form before. 


Ivy around with honey - ſuckle twines 


In wanton folds its fondly-claſping arms; 


While, as the twilight through each op'ning ſhines, 


The mantling gloom ſeems to diſplay new charms, 


Sparkling with cryflal rocks, and orient gems, 
There fretted grottoes boaſt each curious ſhell, 
Embell:ſt'd by the coral's bluſhing ſtems, 
Where Art would Nature in addreſs excel. 


In drouſy tinklings, or in murmurs deep, 
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Yonder a caſcade ſwells upon the breeze, 
Abruptly falling down the rocky ſteep, 
Finely beheld through intermingling trees. 


Oft from the vulgar croud, the venal throng, 
Loathing Life's vain parade of forms and toys, 
Here Meditation ſteals, and brings along 
No languid reliſh for ſequeſter'd joys, 


The World, compos'd of ſenſeleſs mode and ſhow, 
A dull impertinence of care and ftrife ; 
At leaſt one maxim teaches us to know, 
That to enjoy, is to retire from life. 


In ſach a peaceful conſecrated ſhade, 
If, recollected in itſelf, the mind 

Mourns no groſs errours, from Uprightneſs ſtray'd, 
Each his loſt Paradiſe regain'd may find. 


For what was paradiſe ? the ſweet receſs 
Of Innocence, unconſcious of a bluſh ; 
When no fell ſerpent taught men to tranſgreſs, 
No fruitage tempted with deceitful fluſh. | 
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If guilt embitters not the cup of life, 

If no diftreſs broo1s o'er the troubled thought; 
If Paſſion kindles no inteſtine ſtrife, 

In ev'ry grove an Eoin may be ſought, 


How ſweet from tumult often to withdraw, 

From oſtentation, noiſ2, and buſtling care, 
Where ſordid Self reigns with deſpotic law, 

And here breathe copious draughts of healthful air. 


The ſun, rejoicing in his mid-day bow'r, 

Has oft beheld me penſively reclin'd, 

And, ere diſmiſs'd the thoughtful muſing pow'r, 
With welcome beam in diſtant climates ſhin'd. 


Then, all the air felt one continued glow, 
The panting ſwain, while ſtrength and ſpirits fail, 
Suſpends his toil, and where cool ſtreamlets flag, 
Sits down with breaſt expanded to the pale. 


Smitten and vanquiſh'd with exceſſive heat, 

The herds ſtroll breathleſs to the gelid ſnade; 
Silent, the birds to deepeſt glooms retreat, 

'The drooping roſe's damaſk bluſhes fade. 
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But now, refreſhing genial coolneſs reigns, 
Fans in the breeze, or falls in dewy ſhow'rs ; 

Cattle in droves browſe o'er the verdant plains, 
And deep vermilion paints the lifeleſs flow'rs. 


Thus Nature acts on wiſe prudential plan, 
(Her plan all ſhould induftriouſly purſue) 

How grateful ſuch viciſſitudes to man, 
Enſur'd his ſafety, and his pleaſures too! 


Did conftant heat or cold o'er-rule the year, 
Soon Vegetation would our Earth forſake ; 

Did endleſs light prevail, or darkneſs drear, 

What could our liſtleſs lives more wretched make. 


But gracious Heav'n, ſtill uniformly good, 
Theſe wide extremes attempers ſtill fo well, 
That, if our weal or duty underſtood, 
To be diſſatisfied, is to rebel. 


Thus, while around the alcove's freſhneſs breathes, 
And nightingales protra®t their ſongs of wo; 
While the faint breeze ſighs through the jes'mine 
wreathes, 
The Muſe's numbers not unconſcious flow, 
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Fach ſcene of mirth and gaiety's now fled, 

The nymphs and ſwains forſake the flow'ry lawn, 
All ſave the Muſe, by vagrant fancy led, 

To their reſpedtive manſions are withdrawn, 


Martlets now quit their airy circling range, 
Increaſing llill their clamours as they fly ; 

The lone bat, flitting with inceſſant change, 
On leathern pinion wings the darkſome ſky. 


The wheeling hornet no one courſe confines, 

On heedleſs here, now there, dull drone, he holds ; 
In lucid ſpangles, lo, the glow-worm ſhines, 

As o'er the blade he drags his ſpiral folds. 


Creation now ſeems mantled in a ſhade, 
But ſoon this momentary darkneſs ends; 
A promis'd viſit yet remains unpaid, 
To welcome it the willing Muſe aſcends, 


The moon, pale empreſs of the midnight hour, 
Fall orb'd, moves forward on her ebon wain ; 
With unperceiv'd, but with reſiſtleſs pow'r, 
To rule the ebbing and the flowing main, 
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Heſper, warn'd by her quick approach, retires, 
And modeſtly withdraws his fainter light; 

Firſt ſtar that hangs, replete with twinkling fires, 
Its ſilver lamp in the blue vault of night. 


Peeping alternate through the twilight ſæy, 
A thouſand little ſparkling orbs advance, 
To pay their court, in radiance not to vie, 
And grace her path-way croſs the arch'd expanſe. 


The herb, the plant, the dew- beſpangled flow'r, 

| Draa of each breathing juice, each gelid ſweet, 
'. Wile Day'sþraght lord o'er-rul'd the ſultry hour, 

: Her ſofter beams, her gentler preſence greet. 


On yooder elm, in ſpreading foliage dreſt, 
The owl fits melancholy bird of wo ; 
Enthuſtaſtic rapture thrills the breaſt, 
While from her throat the uncouth numbers flow. 


The cavern'd rock returns her rueful moan, 

Sad through the trees the dreary accents glide; 
The tott'ring tow'r, with ivy overgrown, 

Of; as ſhe told her piteous tale, replied. 
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Silent, within the leafy copſe inclos'd, 

Remote from harm, the warblers of the ſpring, 
Each in its little downy neſt repos'd, 

Liſten, and nearer preſs with cow'ring wing. 


Methinks, amid this ſolitary gloom, 
The ſoul would ſoar on eagle's wing ſublime, 
As earth's whole ſtretch affords but ſcanty room, 


Beyond the utmoſt boundaries of time, 


Methinks ſhe ſeems oppreſs'd beneath the weight 
Of her conceptions, up to tranſport wrought ; 
Sinking with her own voluntary freight, 
And overwhelm'd in the profound of thought. 


At ſuch a criſis, how the boſom glows, 

How the full heart ſwells with unknown deſires, 
Virtue herſelf, or Ricymond only knows, 

Whom gentleſt feelings move, and taſte inſpires. 


Nature, profuſely laviſh of her charms, 

Ne'er form'd before a more ailuring place; 
Never did trees extend their leafy arms, 

With more umbrageous friendihip to embrace. 
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Never did raptur'd muſic charm ſo well, 
While Philomela told her mournful tale; 
Never did odours of a ſweeter ſmell, 


Freight, evaneſcent, the warm ſouthern gale. 


Never did colours finer mix'd reſide 
In fairer flow'rs to fix the raviſh'd look; 
Never did murmurs more attractive glide 


In cryſtal globules down the gurgling brook. 


Ne'er did the moon, from her nocturnal ſteep, 
Shed milder influence on the lambent eye ; 
Never did Silence ſofter vigils keep, 


Or wing'd Imagination ſoar ſo high. 


For Virtue now the Maſe's fancy caught, 

And Contemplation's ev'ry pow'r ingroſs'd; 
Abſorbing each leſs intereſting thought, 

As Cynthia's beam in noon's eftulgence loſt, 


She gives a heighten'd verdure to the plain, 
And branching ſhade, new brightneſs to the ſy ; | 
A ſofter cadence to the warbler's ſtrain, 
Scarce, elſe, diſtinguiſh'd by the ear, or eye. | 
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Virtue ! for whom the grand Creation roſe, 
Emerging fair from chaos and from night; 

Though various jarring elements compoſe, 
Govern'd by wiſdom, and upheld by might. 


For whom ſhone forth yon centre-ſtation'd ſun, 
The moon, and all the planetary train, 
Which ſtill in ſtated equal circles run, 
Order of days and ſeaſons to maintain. 


For whom Almighty Power will ſtretch its arm, 
Te raze the column that ſuſtains the world ; 

While her bleſs'd ſons ſurvey, without alarm, 
Ten thouſand globes prone into ruin hurl'd. 


Virtue ! the theme that tunes the martyr's lyre, 
Oft as her ſmiling radiant form he eyes; 

Sets the angelic boſom all on fire, 
And brightens ev'n the manſions of the ſkies, 


Virtue ! by whom iaſpir'd, great names of old 
Dar'd nobly to contemn the tyrant's frown ; 
Sublimely firm, heroically bold, 
No paraſites, no cringers to a crown, 
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Though chain'd in dungeons, burning in the flames, 
Or nail'd faſt to the ignominious tree; 

Yet torment the moſt hardy natures tames, 
And conquers, Virtue ! ev'ry thing but — Thee, 


Virtue ! ador'd and praftis'd by the wiſe, 
The noble, gen'rous ſpirit, and the brave 3 
Ambition's adequate, conſiſtent prize, 
All our vaſt hopes affect, or wiſhes crave. 


Virtue ! pure ſource of rapture, to ſupply 
Large draughts to chaſte and elegant deſire; 

Not tranſient, like the dews of evening-ſky, 
Net flaſhy like yon ſhoot of meteor fire. 


Sweetly wth whom retir'd, the hermit's cell, 
Howe'er faſtidious Grandeur keeps aloof, 

Though herbs his meat, his drink the cryſtal well ; 
Invites beyond the lordly feſtoon'd roof. 


But what mere mortal pencil can depaint 
That portrait angels call devoutly thine ? 
The boldeſt ſtrokes, the richeſt tints are faint, 

Alas! how infinitely languid mine 
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But O! forgive the well - intention'd lays, 

Nor, though the tribute's ſmall, reject the will;; 
Beyond the ſtrains that only ſound thy praiſe, 

The heart that loves thee is accepted ſlill. 


From thy fair preſence, ſtruck with conſcious awe, 
Curſing their abject littleneſs of form, 


Abardon'd Guilt's iznoble throng withdraw, 


As from bright Sp:ingthewint'sh gloom and ſtorm. 
Stung to the heart, there, Aſolence and Pride, 
Sour Jealouſy with ag#tated mien; - 
Envy, and filter Obloquy ſquint-ey'd, 
Dark Diſcontent, and ſelf-rormenting Spleen. 


* Here, Avarice, his ſoul abforb'd in pelt, 
His Heav'n, his all, ſome ſcraps of gilded ore; 
Nought more contemn'd by wiſe men—ſave himſelf, 


Oppreſs'd with wealth, yet graſping after more, 


Deceit, Malevolence, and ſwoln Diſdain, 
Hypocriſy, wrapt up in falſe diſguiſe ; 

Remorſe, dire ſource of boſom-rending pain, 
Deſpair, with ghaſtly looks, and ſtaring eyes. 


The Powter of VI TUS. 123 


Theſe hell-born monſters, this deteſted crew, 
Abath'd from thy vindiQtive throne retue ; 
Unable to ſuſtain thy piercing view, 


Or bear the frown of thy celeltial ire. 


But gentle is thy train! ſurpaſſing fair! 
Sincerity, with open honeſt face ; 

Meekneſs with downcaſt eye, and placid air, 
And Beauty full of dignity and grace. 


Sweet Modeſty, dreſs'd in a robe more white 
Than ſnow new-dropt from Winter's fleecy ore ; 
And Charity, with exquiſite delight, | 
Still doing good, ſtill wiſhing to do more. 


Bright Liberty, firſt bleſſing of the ſkies, 
Without which angels were far leſs than man; 
Friendſhip, with fervent heart, and eager eyes, 


Still acting on the candid gen'rous plan. 


Science, unlimited by time or place, 
Her compaſs cver pointing towards truch; 
Content, with ſmiles eternal on her face, 


And Health, to age itſelf enſuring youth, 
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Peace, with the olive blooming in her hand, 
Around her all the ſplendid Arts arrang'd ; 
Plenty, diffuſing gladneſs through the land, 
From clims to clime her liberal gifts exchang'd. 


Wuftrious Patriouſm, nobly warm'd, 

And vehement, in Freedom's ſacred cauſe ; 
With ſeven- fold terrours reſolutely arm'd, 

To ſave his country, and aflert its laws, 


Valour, with ſhining folds of laurel wreath'dz 
Trophies of glory ſculptur'd on his ſhield ; 
Who ne'er beholds his dreadful dagger ſheath'd, 
Againſt her foes when Virtue takes the field. 


Juſtice, ſtill weighing with impartial ſcale, 
Mercy and Pity, gentle ſiſters twain, 

While Miſery relates her melting tale, 
Still ſhedding tears, nor ſhedding them in vain. 


Theſe are the Glories that ſurround thy throne, 
That Thee their parent, friend, and guardian call; 
The Graces that thy ſoft dominion own, 
Catch thy pleas'd glance, and wait upon thy ſmile, 
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Though ridicul'd, or ſlighted, for thy fake, 
Who would not court thy favour and acclaim ; 

Live in thy temple, of thy joys partake, 
Howe'er unknown to Fortune, or to Fame? 


o! make me ſympathetic but with thee, 

Thy feelings conſcious feel, thy knowledge know ; 
Hear wich thine eye, with thy own ſoft eye ſee, 

I aſk no more, Heay'n can no more beſtow ! 


But row the chilly vapours of the night 
Fall thick and faſt, loud from a village-ſpire, 
While death-like ſlee p ſeals up the human ſight, 
With ſolemn toll the clock warns to retire. 


Rous'd by the ſound, no more the copſe confines, 
Homeward the Mufe accelerates her way ; 

While through the trees a yellow radiance ſhines, 
A faint reſemblance of departed day. 


The active pulſe of Nature beats no more, 
Care's breathleſs voice ſunk to ſpontaneous reſt ; 
Save where the miſer counts his ruſted ſtore, 


Yet Want, fell harpy, gnawing at his breaſt, 
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Save where the houſe-dog, faithful to his truſt, 


Keeps through the ſullen gloom inceſſant watek; 
Or where the ſons of glattony and luſt 


Prolong the noiſy revel-and debauch. 


But hold — be cenſure here diſcreetly huſh, 
Virtue's chaſte ſong let no ſuggeſtion taint ; 
Prevent yon conſcious moon's indignant bluſh, 


Nor iaterrupt Night's filence with complaint. 
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Nmann'd by ſloth, and unrelax'd by eaſe, 
Without the rod, the baket, or the line, 
My friend, can Angling e'er pretend to pleaſe, 
Howe'er alert the Muſe's faith, or thine # 
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Oft has the monarch trout, by art betray'd, 
To your well-prattis'd fly a victim roſe ; 
Come then, experienc'd, to the Muſe's aid, 
And where the ſport's aught injur'd, interpoſe. 


Now Winter, muffled in his ruſſet cloak, 
The ſurly blaſts attending in his train, 

Seiz'd his dominions, and his ſceptre broke, 
With ſullen frown forſakes the ſhiv'cing plain. 


Huge as the tyrant ſtalks, while, roaring loud, 
The tempeſt rous'd his gloomy rage betrays, 

Fair Spring, deſcending on a purple cloud, 
Her virgin preſence in the eaſt diſplays. 


Onward the goddeſs moves, with graceful tread, 
In flowing em'rald veſture looſely dreſt; 


A flowery garland circles round her head, 
And damaſk roſe-buds bluſh upon her breaſt. 


Smiling, on hill and dale ſhe looks around, 
On grove, and coppice, raviſh'd of their charms ; 
And verdant carpets clothe the naked ground, 
And trees extend the umbrage of their arms, 
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The river, late ſwell'd with deſcending rain, 

With torrents tumbling down the mountain's ſides; 
No more ſweeps rapid o'er the delug'd plain, 

But in its native channel gently glides. 


Zephyrs with fragrance load their fanning wings, 
And breathe ſoft whiſpers thro' the conſcious groves 
With pipe attun'd the feather'd warbler ſings, 
Hid in the foliage of a green alcove. 


In this gay ſeaſon, when unnumber'd ſcenes 
Of elegant amuſement charm mankind, 

When paſt'ral life, and fimyle nature reigns,, 
Chiefly admir'd the Angler's ſport we find. 


His line to finiſh, twiſted round and round, 
Quick to the wide incloſure he repairs, 

And from the courſer, ſweeping to the ground 
His tail luxuriant, pulls the choſen hairs. 


Next, to the wood he hies with urgent haſte, 
And of firm aſh ſhapes his elaſtic wand ; 
Joint upon joint with juſt proportion plac'd, 
It bends, it tapers in his poiling hand. 
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To flutter unſuſpected o'er the brook, 
Laſt he equips his artificial fly; 
Fictitious wings conceal the lurking hook, 


Deluſive colours gleam upon the eye. 


Furniſh'd, he trips, in light-ſpun frock attir'd, 
Along ſome level green, or ſhelving hill; 
Fancy, by quick enthuſiaſm fir'd, 
Anticipates the ſucceſs of his ſill. 


Arriv'd, his curious tackle he unties, 
With prompt addreſs adjuſting ev'ry part; 
While humid er&bing. and /a ſhadowy ſkies, 
Invite the fineſt eſſays of his art. 


Bat firſt ſome precepts would the muſe propoſe, 
Haply not foreign to the ſportſman's care; 

Succeſs in angling {ill depends on thoſe, 
Which ſtill the beſt inſtructed oft'neft ſhare, 


Prefer the livid, ſhort, diſtractile hook, 
The clear, round, ſhining, pliant hairs ſelect; 
Each maculated tenant of the brook 
A failure here will readily detect. 


* 
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Cull, from the turtle's variegated wings, 


Where tints in rich variety prevail; 
Each warbler on the leafy ſpray that ſings, 
The wild-duck's gloſſy deck, and peacock's tail; 


Provide the ſineſt plumage each diſplays, 
And decorate in it your mimic fly; 

Conſult Experience, follow what ſhe ſays, 
But few miſtakes eſcape her ſapient eye. 


Form not its body of too large a ſize, 
Nor yet too ſmall—the happy medium chuſe ; 
This oft eludes the trouts' exploring eyes, 
That with diſtruſt and loathing they refuſe. 


With juſt proportion ſhape each ſplendid wing, 
To ſpread and flutter on the dimpling pool; 
Still near to life your imitation bring, 
Its faultleſs and invariable rule. 


See yonder penſile birch, that gently nods 
Its leafy umbrage o'er the cryſtal ſtream ; 
Mark well what inſets croud its quiv'ring rods, 
What vivid hues on their ſpread pinions gleam, 
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Theſe ever vary with the circling ſun, 
Each ſmiling month has its peculiar hue ; 
This, when your pleaſing office is begun, 


Keep ever as the pattern in your view. 


Nor let your hook, a fault which oft occurs, 

. Be left expos'd to ſcare the timid game; 

Down, cotton, velvet, feathers, tiſſues, furs, 
Unite their aid the curious garb to frame. 


FLorELLa thus, if ſhe with fond ſucceſs [eaſe, 
Would charm us, charm'd alas! with too much 


- Maſt ſtudy ev'ry elegance of dreſs, 
Each fav'rite mode, each ornament to pleaſe. 


Climates remote, to forward the deſign, 
Muſt at her toilet their joint tribute pay; 
See the phantaftic airy charmer ſhine, 
Prompt to diſſemble, gaudy to betray ! 


But to attend the buſy Angler, where 

He ſhifts progreſſive down the winding ſtream, 
Be now the object of the Muſe's care, 

A not inglorious, though an humble theme. 
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On a green bank he takes his watchful ſtand, 
Silence and Hope his mute companions twain ; 

Then caſts his arching line with practis'd hand, 
While no rude brambles it midway detain. 


Quick o'er the glaſſy brook's ſerene expanſe, 
It playful glides, in many a pleafing friſk ; - 
In gazing crouds the cautious fiſh advance, 
Wary as yet the bold attempt to riſk. 


Sportſman, deſpair not ; ply your fineſt art, 
Shift circumſpect, and humour as you move, 

Where bubbling rills in diſtin& channels part, 
Or pendent branch luxuriant waves above. 


Or, where tranſlucent the wide pool receives 
The gurgling ſtreamlet, by no ſtoppage held; 
Or, in alternate circles gently heaves 
Refluent, from the ſhrubb'd oozy bank impell'd. 


Beneath that pond'rous ſtone's projecting ſeat, 
Deep hid in mud, the parent trout reſides ; 

There, with a jerk, direct your pinion'd bait, 
Behold ! he ſtirs, and near the ſurface glides, 
VI. I. R 
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Skim light your fly againſt the ſilver tide, 
Or with the current let it move with eaſe ; 


Leave no ingenious leſſon*unapply'd, 
Loſe no poſition that will ſureſt pleaſe. 


Impatience and confuſion wiſely ſhun, 
Coolly obſervant, and diſcreetly ſlow ; 

Whate'er the office, or the taſk begun, 
Raſhneſs is juſtly keld their greateſt foz. 


Reſerve and coyneſs conquer'd by degrees, 
[1is ſpotted fides he ventures now to ſhow, 
In wanton pranks :—O for a friendly breeze 
With gentle curl adown the ſtream to blow! 


Ruſtling the ſhrubs, reclin'd from fide to fide, 
It breathes, obſequious to his ardent wiſh ; 
In liquid furrows lifts the yielding tide, 
Sad omen to the unſuſpeRtiog fiſh. 


\'ainly intent far other prize to ſhare, 
While a duſs cloud o'erſhadows all the ſcy, 
Nauntleſs he leaps, lur'd by the ſpecious ſnare, 
Aud deip'rate ſeizes the deceitful fly, 
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Writhing he flounces, frantic with his pain, 
The feather'd hook deep-fix'd within his jaw; 
His ſpeckled fellows he implores in vain, 


From his misfortune cautious they withdraw. 


He runs, he ſhoots, indignant, through the brook, 

And tugs the ſhifting line with ceaſeleſs gill: 

Angler, attend ; be wary with your hook, 
The preſent moment claims your niceſt (kill. 


Fain would he ſeek his old fecure retreat, 
Beneath the tangles of an ancient tree, 

Where he was wont to ſhun the ſultry heat, 
The monarch of the flood, from danger free. 


A thouſand ways he pulls the bending rod, 
Struggling for freedom with inceſſant ſtri fe; 
Or, by a ſecret well-difſembled fraud, 
Floats down the ſtream, as if depriy'd of life. 


But lo! nat long abandon'd to deſpair, 
Near and more near approachulg to the file, 
Again he ſtietches out the lengthen'd hair, 
And furious laſhes the unconſcious tide, 
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Now ſee him bounce aloft, now plunging ſink, 
Vainly the barbed death to diſengage ; 

Quick let the Augler play him to the brink, 
In idle toil exhauſted all his rage; 


On the green turf he throws his beauteous prize, 
Succeſſive gaſps dilate each crimſon gill; 

Ile gazes on it with inſatiate eyes, 
Nor fails to paſs encomiums on his ſkill, 


One ſtrong effort ends all its feeble ſtriſe, 

It rolls, it twiſts, it quivers with its tail; 
Then ſpends in fluid air its panting life, 

While oozing blood diſtains its peliſh'd mail. 


O could the Muſe end here her ſylvan ſtrain, 
Nor wake to harſher notes the conſcious reed ! 
Muſt pleaſure ever be allied to pain, 
As ſhadows from their ſubſtances ne'er freed.! 


When burſting torrents from the ſkies deſcend, 
And (ſwelling floods their feeble mounds o'ertiov, 
That ſeem abroad vindictive to portend 
A ſecond deluge on tl. e world below; 
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To yonder ſwain in lonely copſe repair, 

(Can Cenſure here repreſs her wrathful tongue?) 
See him the hook of ſharpeſt barb prepare, 

The living bag looſe on his button hung. 


From this a helpleſs innocent he draws, 

A reptile call'd, though heard not to complain, 
Deſign'd to feel, by Nature's ſapient laws, 

The thrill of pleaſure, and the ſmart of pain: 


It from the kind inveſting moſs he hales, 
That moſs its native cov'ring wont to grow, 


And on the hook with merc'leſs hand empales, 
Twiſting convuls'd in agonizing wo. 


Deep in the flood he throws the mangled bait, 
A bold advent'rer from the finny throng, 
With fatal greed, devours the certain fate, 
Plunges, and heaves, and drags, and darts along, 


Blame not, ye youths, to rural ſports inclin'd, 
The angry Muſe, but as a friend ſevere. 
Pity's the nobleſt paſſion of the mind, 
A fiend an angel without pity were, 
R 3 
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Think, Angler, what excruciating ſmart 
The harmleſs victim, unappris'd, muſt feel, 
When, cloſe adherent to its bleeding heart, 
Remorſeleſs forth is torn the pointed ſteel. 


Leave death and carnage to the reeking knife 
That thins the fold, the meadow, and the ſtall ;. 


No creature idly raviſh'd of its life, 


Alas ! unable for relief to call; 


Nor let your circling nets, with hollow ſweep, 
Exhauſt the rivers of their ſpeckled brood ; 


Convey your engines to the billowy deep, 
Where ſquammy millions roam, a common good, 


And, haply, if an uſeleſs prize too young 
With feeble pull bends your reluctant rod, 

Back let the ſlender forward thing be flung, 
Toſs not the infant on the moſly ſod. 


With piteous eye his tender youth behold, 
Long ſhould he yet im ſportive freedom glide; 
Few dawning funs have ting'd the hills with gold, 
Since firſt his fins eſſay d the ſilver tide. 
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Cre two ſucceeding ſprings, with genial beam, 
In verdant foliage clothes the mantling grove, 

Grown to full ſrze, the father of the- ſtream, 
Agape for food, exulting will he rove. 


Then, to the ſpacious river's graſſy banks, 

Humid with pearly drops of evening-dew, 
Lead him, indulging o'er his youthful pranks; 
The conqueſt juſtly is reſerv's for. you, 
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IxnsCcCRrREBED To 


JoHN HAMILTON, Es q; 


Harm'd wich the ſprightly thunder of the gun, 
With well-bred pointer's noſe ſagacious 
charm'd ; 
For moors and parks, will vou c'er pages run, 
And ſpring the game by fire-ſide unarm'd ? 


This will your powder frugally preſerve, 
Haply to guard you from nocturnal foes ; 
Thus will no aching joint, no twitching nerve 
With frequent ſtarts diſturb your night's repoſe. 
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When Autumn's golden treaſures are led home, 
To occupy the farmer's yards at large ; 
When flocks and well-fed herds promiſcuous roam, 
Free from the deep-ſunk fence, and ſhepherd's 
[charge ; 
While Morn, immantled in her purple robe, 
Lights the tranſparent dew-drops on the green, 
Or Noon extends her empire o'er the globe; 
The ſportive Fowler's muſic wakes around. 


The fatal tube, of temper'd metal wrought, 
Relts innocently glitt'ring on his arm; 

With leaden death and ſleeping thunder fraught, 
Exploſive ſoon to give the quick alarm; 


Around his waiſt, girt like a virgin zone, 
The bag ſuſtaining leathern belt is tied; 

With careleſs air, looſe o'er his ſhoulders thrown,. 
The powder-flaſk hangs dangling at his fide. 


Beware, ye game, ye feather'd tribe, beware, 
Fly to the ſhade, nor truſt the naked ground ;. 
Behold the eager youth his wiles prepare, 
And all. your fond retreats explore around. 
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Softly he ſteals acroſs the ſtubble field, 


Nodding erewhile beneath luxuriant grain; 
His hands the pointed piece precautious wield, 
Oft cock'd, oft levell'd, but as yet in vain. 


Tie ſcouring pointer ſnuffs with ſubtile noſe 
Each blaſt that ſtirs the air's elaſtic waves 

Of ev'ry gale that fighs, or breath that blows, 
Sagaciouſly obſervant he behaves. 


Now, many a park his weary ſteps had rang'd, 
No ridge, no furrow his ſtrict ſearch eludes ; 
Sometimes the champain for the copſe is chang'd, 
To ice what buſh conceals the ſportſman's goods. 


How on his organs reaſon ſeems to gleam, 
For ſcarce mere inſtinct could ſo oft ſucceed ! 
Not idly, with the wind's deceptive ſtream, 
But full againſt it, he directs his ſpeed, 


Now, freſher odours ſwell the loaded breeze, 
Certain aſſurance of the covey near ; 

Cloſe and more cloſe approaching by degrees, 
The wary tread declares hi 5 prudent fear. 
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Straitway, flat-cow'ring on the ground, he ſets 
The nut-brown partridge, long time vainly ſpar'd; 
The Fowler quick unfurls his ſwelling nets, 
A waving priſon ah! for her prepar'd. 


Alarm'd and trembling, from the earth ſhe ſprings, 
But ſtrives in vain to gain her native ſkies ; 

Vainly ſhe flaps and flutters with her wings, 
Breathleſs and ſpent, inclos'd by ſu des The lies. 


Ah! what avails it, when the riſing ſun 
Illum'd the eaſt, (of freedom now bereft) 

She ſaw delighted her fond younglings run 
To feed on ſcatter'd ears by peaſant left! 


Ah! what avails the covert of the grove, 
The ſhelter of the ſtubble, or the brake! 
No more ſhall Autumn ſee her joyful rove, 


Echo no more her guiltleſs clamours wake. 


Oft too, the ſportſman beats the country round, 
When filver froſt impearls the ſhining glade ; 

The lonely marſh, the hedge, the brambly ground, 
The ditch, and wood, that boaſted once a ſhade. 
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Quick glancing croſs the viſta's leafleſs view, 
Oft is the hare arreſted in her flight; 

No more her early rambles to purſue, 
Or print the virgin ſnow with footſtep light. 


«In theſe bleak days, when Winter dreary reigns, 
When deep-wreath'd, gliſt'ning ſnows his call 

Stretching with rapid ſwiftneſs o'er the plains, [obey, 
The needy greyhound tears his ſcreaming prey. 


But why ſcenes foreign to our ſong deſcribe, 
As if relax'd the triumphs of the gun ? 
Enough here to depaint the feather'd tribe, 

Nor Mercy's ear with woes officious ſtun. 


What endleſs methods tyrant man invents 
His univerſal empire to aſſert ! 

Seldom his eye, ſuffus'd with tears, relents, 
Seldom one throb of pity melts his heart ! 


The death-charg'd gun, that ſcatters ruig round, 
To his fell rage for blood ſubſervient made; 
The maſtiff, ferret, terrier, and hound, 
The guileful net, the lure, the ambuſcade. 
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With theſe he ravages Creation through, 

Rock, mountain, cavern, vallcy, river, wood ; 
Nothing lies hid from his officious view, 

No creature ſafe, if fit for ſport or — food, 


See him, with uncommiſerating heart, 1 
To ſeize, to ſlaughter, all his arts employ; | 

No matter how forlorn, how keen their ſmart, 
If they have life, that life he muſt deſtroy. 


The mother from her helpleſs brood to ſnatch, 

To tear the conſort from her fondling mate, . 
How anxious ſome new mode of death to hatch ? 

How high his glee ! his boaſts how meanly great ! 


Oft does the woodcock, ſpringing from the brake, 
Shot to the heart, drop from the frozen ſky ! 

The ſnipe, the wild-duck rifing from the lake, 
The dove, the lapwing, heedleſs as they fly ! 


Ah! how deſpis'd their gold-emburniſh'd hue ! 
| Their gloſſy necks, and plumes of velvet! all 
Serve but to entertain the tranſient view, 
To grace their death, but not prevent their fall 
Vor. I. 8 


206 RURAL SPORTS. 


Erewhile, each boaſted his effulgent dyes, 
And dreſs'd his gaudy wings with faultleſs taſte; 
Adorn'd the pond, incumbent wing'd the ſkies, 
Or, in gay throngs, the lated palace grac'd. 


Erewhile, with tender and aſſid uous care, 
By faithful inſtinct accurately taught, 
Forewarn'd, their manſion-neſts did they prepare 
But now theſe rapt'rous ſcenes avail them nought. 


Such recollections ne*%er one moment ſtay 
The cruel hand that perpetrates their woes; 
When the ſwift bullet ſpeeds its rapid way, 
Vainly the ſpider's cobwebs interpoſe : 


For ſee, the finch, the linnet, and the thruſh, 
Now meet, unmeriting, one common doom, 
Conven'd unnumber'd on the crouded buſh, 


Or hopping harmleſs through the nake d broom. 


With ſteady look the fowler takes his aim, 
Quick from the flint the flaſhy lightning flies; 
Nor ſooner is the powder wrapt in flame, 


Than, ſtain'd with blood, ſome noted ſong ter dies 
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But ſpare, unthinking youth, the gentle race 
That uſher in with ſongs the verdant Spring ; 
Where they reſort til] facred be the place, 
And undeform'd with gore each tabby wing. 


What elſe can charm our ſolitary hours, 
What elſe ſolace our penſive evening-wals, 

When the fond ſoul exerts her muſing pow'rs, 
Tir'd with the dull impertinence of talk ? 


Do they not rob themſelves of ſweet repoſe, 
To call us, loit'ring, from the arms of fleep © 
Do they not ſoothe us, when our eye-lids cloſe, 
Wich gentleſt airs, and tuneful vigils keep 


Rather let birds of prey your wrath awake, 
Behold your poultry panting in their claws ; 
Here merited and ample vengeance take, 
And thus aſſert the weaker's injur'd cauſe, 
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HARE-HUNTING. 


INSCRIBED To 
AxnDrREwW-THoOoMAs STEWART, Es a; 


Round STEWARTHALL's hereditary tow'rs, 
While you in graceful horſemanſhip excel, 


To exerciſe and health devote your hours, 
Behold deſcrib'd the Sport you love ſo well. 


Far nobler thus your facred time's employ'd, 
Than in S ate - policy's loud wrangling ſchools ; 
Where, till a penſion earn'd, or place enjoy'd, 


Men become downright knaves, tho' better ſools. 


Where the deſcription halts, or colours fail, 
Your recollection will the reſt ſupply ; 
Practice o'er Theory ever will prevail, 
When Judgment would their rival merits try. 


LY 
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When the blythe ſongſters hail the riſing morn, 
And ſcatter'd rays peep o'er each eaſtern hill ; 

The huntſman rouſes, with his winding horn, 
Each dormant echo from her ſlumbers ſtill. 


The jocund ſummons wakes the drouſy hounds, 
They ſtart, they ſhake, they ſnuff the early dawn; 

Each little heart with expectation bounds, 
Anon to pant along the dewy lawn. 


Hark ! what loud peals break on the raviſh'd ear 
Of muſic's nobleſt ſounds !— up, ſportſman, up; 

Sleep's dalliance longer to provoke forbear, 
Wan-cheek'd diſeaſe lurks in her opiate cap : 


But flies, with all her pale conſumptive train, 
The hardy youth that leads an active life; 

His mind from ſpleen, his body free from pain, 
He feels no languor, and he knows no ſtriſe. 


Up then, rejoic'd Creation calls aloud, 
Nor waſte your hours in Sloth's ignoble arms ; 
Now in the court the deep-tou'd beagles croud, 
Whoſe melody upbraids you, while it charms. 
8 3 
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Freſh from his crib the neighing ſteed is led, 
Majeſtic, and exulting in his ſtrength ; 

With haughty fling he toſſes up his head, 
Waving 1n curls his mane of graceful length.. 


With many a fiery glance his eye rolls round, 
He champs the bit, and paws the ſtone-pav'd way; 

Pricks his expanded ears at ev'ry ſound, 
And all his dauntleſs ſoul reſigns to play. 


Strait, from a ſeat encompaſs'd wide about 
With lofty elms, ſecluded from the day, 

The youthful crew advance, with jovial ſhout, 
And pauſe, and wonder, that fo long they lay. 


Blooming with health, and cheerful as the morn, 
By exerciſe from bile and vapours freed, 
Pitying the man to female ſoftneſs born, 
With ſalient ſtep each mounts his ſhining ſteed. 


Onward they move, an active num'rous train, 
Each puny elegance of life forgot ; 
While, to the early horn's enliv'ning ſtrain, 


Echo re-anſwers from her vocal grot. 
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Now, on the verge of Heav'n's cerulean height, 
The ſun arriv'd,. looks boundleſs joy around; 
Shooting abroad long dazzling ſtreams of light, 


Bright'ning ten thouſand dew-drops on the ground. 


His beams inſpire delight before unknown; 
And throw a novel charm on ev'ry place; 
Each looks and ſmiles, as if he fill'd a throne, 


His bliſs, his all, concent'red in the Chace. 


In diſtinct roving parties they divide, 

Each has his ſtation and his taſk aſſign'd; 
Ambitious each, a no ignoble pride, 

To leave his fellows loit'ring far behind. 


One beats the brambly thicket's pendent ſprays, 
No buſh, no hole, his ſtrict ſurvey eſcapes ; 
O'er the wide field another ceaſeleſs ſtrays, 
A third his way through whins or ruſhes ſhapes. 


The ſearch though tedious, yet no youth complains, 


Around the ſong, the jeſt, the laugh prevail ; 
The flutt'ring hare yet in her den remains, 


Nor prints the graſs, nor warms the loaded gala 
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She liſtens from her once ſecure retreat, 


Peeps cautious forth, with ker own ruſtling ſtunn'd; 


Returns then, trembling, to her lonely ſeat, 
Alas! ere long as paſſionately ſhunn'd, 


Inviron'd ah! with foes on ev'ry ſide, 
Her heart melts down with terrour and amaze ; 

Where from impending danger can ſhe hide? 
Death threats in ev'ry project ſhe eſſays. 


With pangs of recollection and deſpair, 
She ponders on her wonted hours of joy, 
Unbounded when ſhe firay'd devoid of care, 


No blood-hound near, rapacious to defroy : 


When no ſounds diſcrepant ſwell'd on the breeze, 


But muſic from a hawthorn's flow'ry ſeat ; 
The reſtleſs hum of honey-fipping bees, 
The chirp of graſshopper, or lambkin's bleat, 


This heightens her diſtreſs, augments her pain, 
Her boſom with deep woes already torn ; 
Deſp'rate, diſtracted, all delay in vain, 


Se Reals away, abandon'd and ſorlorn. 
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Through many a brake ſhe flies, and range of trees, 
Too many paths her trait'rous footſteps preſs ;. 
Her ſafety is betray'd in every breeze, 

Her flight diſcover'd on each blade of graſs. 


—— — — 4 — 


Full on the track the ſtanch - nos'd dogs advance, 
Catching the ſtrong effluvias as they fly; 

While the fluſh'd huntſmen bleſs the happy chance, 
And mark the dubious maze with raviſh'd eye. 


Like lightning o'er the moſly glebe they ſpeed,. 
Warm and more warm inhale the tainted dew 3. 

Too well unray'ling all her tracks ſucceed, | 
And gain upon. her, now in obvious view. 


Swift, and tranſported, o'er the level lawn, 
With looſen'd rein the rapid courſer flies; 
Ne'er yet by puny art or ſculpture drawn, 
Art ſomewhat ſtill remote from /ife implies. 


His mighty ſoul diſdaining to be laſt, 8 
Still in the front he quickens his career; 

The marſh, drain, precipice, and quickſet paſt, 
No obſtacle can ſtrike his ſoul with fear. 
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Fierce and impatient, all on fire he glows, 

And drinks with greedy ears the jovial noiſe ; 
Down his warm fides the ſtream effuſive flows, 

Yet nought but triumph his big thought employs. 


But what fine form attrafts the Muſe's eye, 
Mounted on yonder ſteed of dappled brown ? 
An angel, ſure, deſcending from the ſky, 
Ne'er mixes with the huntſman and the clown. 


A female form? — to elegance of taſte, 
To delicacy, to refinement born ! 

Let not the mode ſex be thus diſgrac'd, 
The banter of the other, or the ſcorn — 


Heav'n has affix'd the boundaries of fx, 
For each religiouſly to keep within, 
Elſe, all wiſe order wantonly perplex, 
Rebel *gainſt Reaſon, and 'gainſt Nature fin. 


Can gentle love inſpire that fardy heart 

Which for the chace with awkward ardour pants ? 
To be pur/u'd be ſtill the woman's part, 

if wiſhing to be ſomething more than — aunts, 
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But ſee, o'er yonder park, or ſtubbled plain, 


The fear-wing'd hare her eager courſe urge on, 
Stretch ev 'ry limb, each aQtire finew ftrain, 


Though half her vigour ſpent, her courage gone. 


To yonder hill ſhe preſſes up her way, 
Or headlong down precipitates her flight; 

Bleeds her ſoft boſom on the prickly ſpray, 
Bounces o'er the ſunk fence, or hedge- fac'd height, 


Sometimes, with fly device, her laſt reſort, 
She boldly plunges where ſome river flows ; 
Or, warily deſcribes (as oft in ſport) 
A winding courſe, to over-reach her foes. 


Upon a little eminence ſhe ſtands, 

Round drops of fweat pour down her darken'd face; 
Full to the gale her liſt'ning ear expands, 

Deafen'd with the loud thunder of the chace. 


In ſhelt'ring copſe fain would ſhe ceaſe from toil, 
Fain reſt her aching joints in ſoft repoſe, 

Or, lowly cow'ring on the furrow'd oil, 
Hope to eſcape her unrelenting foes. 
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Falſe expeQation ! nearer ſtill they preſs, 

While deeper tones freight ev'ry breeze that blows 
Echo ſeems mocking her extreme diſtreſs, 

And diſtant hills but multiply her woes. 


Once more ſhe puts her ſafety in her flight, 
And unperceiv'd, dejected ſteals away 

A furious hound diſturbs her timid ſight, 

In ev'ry ſhrub, in ev'ry ruſtling ſpray. 


From buſh to buſh, from haunt to haunt, ſhe ſpeeds, 
And flutt'ring viſits all her well-known ſeats, 
Nor for a while approaching ruin heeds, 
So much enamour'd of her old retreats. 


But ah ! delay augments her heart-felt pangs, 

The wide-mouth'd dogs their certain prize purſue— 
Now by a cobweb-thread her ſafety hangs — 

One laſt effort is all her ſtrength can do. 


This ſhe exerts, and reels with wild affright, 
Backward and forward, ſtagg'ring in her gait ; 
Her ſanguine murderers arriv'd in fight, 
And ſhe unable to protract her fate. 
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Dark, dark her viſage looks — what rueful wo 
Lours on her blacken'd face, with wildneſs mix'd ! 
Stupid with anguiih, ſtarting to and fro, 
Her large black eyes ſtare in their ſockets fix'd, 


How terrible this moment of ſuſpenſe ! 
Her cries infantile pity ſeem to crave — 
What interpoſing band will ſnatch her hence, 


Like gracious Heav'a beneficent to ſave ! 


But, deaf to mercy, as the ſenſeleſs rock, 
That hangs its thadvw o'er the grumbling deep; 
Hard as the oak that braves the teinpeſt's ſhock, 


With ner loud ſcreams their 2r;xmphs cadeuce keep. 


The blocdy pack, bot-AHreaming, ſtre:ch along, 
In ſhort quics he. ves ſhe languithes for breath; 

Clole at her haels they growl, a h ſtile throng, 
With javs wide open'd for devouring death, 


Oppreſs'd ſhe ſinks — deſpair ſyells in her eye, 
Diſtraction burſts torth it a fal. ing tear — 
Turn, turn aſide, nor {ce the victim die! 
Ah! from her plaints avert ine anguiih'd ear ! 
Vor. I. = 
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Harmleſs and meek, alas ! what has ſhe done, 
From tyrant man to meet a fate ſo hard? 

Let her fall victim to the loaded gun, 
If eier with blood ſhe ſtain'd the treaſur'd yard. 


Rather the fox's dark retreats exp'ore, 
Your ſkill oft will the wily knave elude ; 
Nor your purſuit give impotently o'er, 
Till the arch thief dies for the public good. 


See him ſteal faithleſs, when night's ſhadows fall, 
Where your warm feacher'd fam'ly rooſting fit, 
When darkneſs hides his outrages from all, 


And frequent murder, join'd with theft, commit. 


Shall then your poultry the fell rufſian feed, 
Grown by ſucceſſes bold, to blood inur'd; 
Nor yet the inſolent aſſaſſin bl-ed, 


By crafty arts, and fratagems ſ-cur'd ? 


But vain!y would the weeping Muſe engage 
Com;:aſſion to her woes — behold ! they tear 
Her gui.ulcis breaſt, with more than ſavage rage; 

Gentler the fanil'd hound, or foreſl- bear. 
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And while her dying ſobs relief implore, 


Daſh down her quiv'ring entrails on the ground, 
While dogs impure lick up tie recking gore, 
And men and ſtecds exulting gather round 


Mangled ſhe lies, ſtiff ev'ry ſpringy limb, 
Wont to tranſport her o'er the leſs'ning plain; 


— 


Her glaring eyes in death's cold languor dim, 
And all beſmear'd with many a clotted ſlain, _ 


But let the numbers farther ceaſe to flow, 
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Haply, to ſport enthuſiaſt ic ſwains, 
Dlended too much with elegiac wo, 


The Muſe when ſhe ſhould triumph, but complains. T 


Yet, though the hardy, unreflecting heart 


Glows in the chace, as flints are fir'd by flee! ; * 
Well may the Muſe with confidence aſſert, 
That breaſt's not human which can never feel, 


If to extremes mankind may cver lear, 


”- _——— 


(Our common fault, from meanteſs, or from pride) 


Howe'er ours acts explain ill what we mean, 
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The errour's ſurely beſt on Mercy's fide, 
T0 
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NICH ES. 


— Did pabet pulchri conſtructus acer vun. Hor, 


HY is extenſive wealth beſlow'd on men? 
To be as greatly uſeful as they can, 
Not merely their own in'tteſts to purſue, 
Or meanly hoard as wret:ked miſers do; 
Alas! while thouſands of their betters ſtarve, 
Or only have their bareſt wants to ſerve, 

Gon, in diſpenſing favours here below, 
Wiſely diſpens'd, would have all orders know, 
Howe'er the lots unequal /eem to fall, 

He ſecks the welſare not of one, but all. 

Not that a pride- ſwoln purſe-vain tyrant, born 

Both tha diſgrace of mankind, and the ſcorn, 
Should raiſe, with unremitted bent of mind, 

His fortune on the ruins of his kind; 

Sole, rigid arbiter of right and wrong, 

Holding high juriſdidion o' er the throng; 
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A pow'r which only from preſumption flows, 
Or ſomething foreign to himſelf beſtows : 
Ilis only merit — fave but to himſelf, 

The merit of the mine, a little pelf, 
Though here unlike, his to himſelf corfin'd, 
The mine beſtows its bleſſings on mankind, 
All are the objects of God's ſpecial care, 
His Providence all undiſtinguiſh'd ſhare ; 
His rains and dews the barren ſoil enrich, 
No matter which the lord, the vaſſal which ; 
His radiant ſun, his moon, his ſtars, diſplay 
To all one indiſcriminating ray. 

The monarch and the hamlet's ſervile clown, 
towe'er on him the royal eye looks down, 
Howe'er the firſt by proltcate crouds obey'd, 
Stand on a level, when by Him ſurvey'd ; 
For to the laſt, ſo equal He beſtows, 

The firſt his diadem and ſceptre owes ; 

While in return, though caſual ills endur'd, 
The peaſant's life and property's ſecur'd. 
No titles, no diſtinctions, that exiſt 

Only while Fortune ſmiles, or factions liſt, 
Expos'd to accidents of time and place, 
Avail with Him whoſe empire is all ſpace ; 
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Whoſe eye, which through no partial medium ſees, 
Peholds, as one, all ſtations and degrees; 
As gilded clouds diſpers'd o'er evening-ſky, 
Some of a brighter, ſome a fainter dye, 
Bur all alike, at the approach of night, 
Snatch'd in ſurrounding darkneſs from the ſight, 

For what are all the haughty boaſts of pow'r, 
But the fantaſtic playthings of an hour, 
Which Fortune from her lap in paſtime throws, 
While in the ſcramble friends turn mortal foes ? 
So have we ſeen two maſtiffs fierce engage, 
With rival hatred, and contentious rage, 
The ſtrongeſt ſure the mighty prize to own, 
The mighty prize — a crumble or a bone. 

Say not that Virtue ſuffers by the charge, 
We cenſure thus her merit to enlarge; 
Thus too applauſe on Reaſon we beſtow, 
Reaſon, man's grand prerogative below; 
For ſeldom either ſeems concern'd at all 
With Mankind's incidental riſe or fall; 
Seldom the laſt claims Pity's tender ſigh, 
The firſt one glance of their approving eye. 
Refrain to call their honour 1njur'd then, 
But let the cenſure juſtly light on men. 
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Men who, when plumes or ſtars within their reach, 
Think no exceſs a law's notorious breach; 
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Surmount each obſlacle, as in their way 

An inſect flutter'd, or a molehill lay; 

The firſt that can obtain, or beſt defend, 

(No matter how) moſt lucky in the end. 
Rather pronounce the ſatire dipt in gall, 
That thus their favour is denied to all. 

And why denied? becauſe (O laſting blot 

In Fame's eſcutcheon) priz'd and courted not. 


——_ e * 
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Riches, conſider'd right, are not our own, 
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: But lent us as a temporary loan, 
To be, as the fam'd HERZ underſtood, 
Laid out diſcreetly for the common god. 
A certain teſt, a grand criterion this, 
As manag'd with diſcretion, or amiſs, 
Goo in ſuperiour wiſdom means to try 
The reftitude of cur intentions by 


2 — 


Whence the reward, or glory or diſgrace, 
Will with impartial equity take place, 
Such then reverſe the univerſal law, 
Wheſe hearts relent not, and u hoſe hands withdraw.” {| 
Such cour te ract Heav'n's uniform deſign, 
And boldy would oppoſe the will divine, 
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Who, to the circle of themſelves confin'd, 
Their thoughts extend not to the human kind; 
Whom no kind gen'rous ſentiments impreſs, 
Averſe to aid, though they the means poſſeſs. 
Vor ſhame! thus faithleſs to the nobleſt truſt, 
To Gad ungrateful, and to man unjuſt. 

To God, of whom unmerited you hold 

Your l:aie of life, your honours, and your gold 
To man, related by one common tye, 
Whate'er proud mottoes boaſt, or creſts imply. 
Reaſon, to man intruſte as a grant, 

Leſt he fiov). over fink oppreſs'd with want, 
Makes him the common creditor of all, 
Vhate'er hard fate betides, or ills befall. 

To whom all, places chang'd, commutual owe 
What each would with the other to beſtow. 

A diamond is a diamond, whether ſcen 

On dunghkill, or in bracelet of a queen. 

Yon ſun the ſame, when vapours foul obſcure, 
As when he ſhines through boundleſs æther pure, 
For ſhall a being form'd by breath divine, 

In whom the graces of an angel ſhine, 
Deſtin'd, when life's vain ſenſeleſs farce is o'er, 
To live with kindred ſpirits evermore, 
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Shall he, uuhonour'd by a gen'rous figh, 

Live unaſſiſted, or neglected die? 

Shall he alone demand his birth-right due, 

Yet, with reproach, meet a refuſal too ? 

No; firſt the open air let glow-worms ſhun, 
Leſt in his glory they eclipſe the ſun; 

Let wretches guard their baps with bolted door, 
Starving with plenty, in abundance poor. 

Let emmets boaſt their hoarded grains, but man 
Should act upon a better, nobler plan. 

Nor let the bard, who freely cenſures them, 

Be guilty of a fault his lays condemn. 

Thus would he take the diſingenuous ſide, 

And from his actions his belief divide. 
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FROM PH AN OR, 


A Lover with a ſmall Patrimony, 


To CONS/TANT:IL A, 


His wealthy Miiireſs, whom he admired bc» 
fore he was appriſed of her Fortune, 


AN EF-1I9-1: 5. 


Amor vdincit — Ov 1d. 


HE hand, O ever-charming fair, 
Whence this epiſtle, will declare. . 
O coald it in your breaſt excite 
One ſoſt idea of delight! 
Ah why on you did Fortune ſmile, 
Yet ſlernly frown on m2 the while 2 
Why did ſhe wealth refuſe to pour 


Propitious on my natal hour? 
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Or, ſince her bounty here confin'd, 
To you why laviſhly fo kind ? 
Had you been born a rural maid, 
To grace the ivy-mantled ſhade ; 
To hear the muſic-warbling throng, 
Or, by your own, excel their ſong ; 
Simple in manners and in dreſs, 
Yet doubly charming ne'er the leſs : 
Then had, like me, ſome youthful ſwain 
Approach'd, nor met with cold diſdain, 
But welcom'd, in Love's courteous ſtyle, 
With placid brow, and gracious ſmile, 
Approach'd, and of ſucceſs ſecure, 
Which Wealth might bribe, but ne'er enſure; 
That union of congenial hearts, 
Which time cements, and death but parts, 
For which not power nor fame atones ; 
Scarce envy'd monarchs on their thrones : 
You, faireſt nymph that tript the plain, 
And he the kindeſt fondeſt ſwain ! 
You yielding with a bluſh of joy, 
He claſping charms that never cloy ! 

O lovely maid (on whoſe account, 
No good would to my with amount) 
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P. oſs'd of beauty, youth, and health, 
For once dive! yourſelf of wealth. 


Health, youth, and beauty, in their prime, 


Shou!!! loſe in vain reſolves no time; 


Though Vir:ue without them may pleaſe, 


Vis tue is ſtill ſet off by theſe, 

Health, youth, ard beauty, one by one, 
Are Virtue's gut ard ſuits put on; 
Becouing. when de leaves the ſkies, 
Thus viſtb'e to mortal cy Ss. 

Prudence forbids thoſe charms to fade, 
Which boo aing come to Virtue's aid; 
Without which, ihe were ſure to know 
Leis aumir.tion ſtil! below. 

While ſonhe woule proſtitute their charms 
To « vile ſordid huſband's arms; 

At the unfe-ling q. ine of pelf, 

Each m- anly ſacr.fice herſelf; 

Affect, for titles, or degree, 

Wreiched through a long lite to be : 
Nature doth you with power inveſt 

Of bleſſing, and of being bleſt; 

True happineſs was never fold, 

Nor bought by merccnary gold. 


CONSTUTANTIA, 


Had I a fortune at command, 

'To make acceptable my hand ; 

That offer'd hand, did y-u incline, 
That fortune, Charmer, ſhoula be thine. 
Nor would I challenge, on my part, 
Aught as the purchaſe but your heart, 
What you had ſeen perform'd by me, 
May I in turn expect from thee ? 
Were you leſs lovely in mine eye, 
Riches could ne'er that loſs ſupply. 
Worth your regard if me you judge, 
Scorn my mere waat of pelf to grudge; 
Enough already you poſſeſs, 

Another and vourſelf to blels ; 

Some Muth whom merit recommends, 


Not mcul'y rent-rolls, or court-friznds, 


Thoſe iplen.i14 enemies to love, 
When ſerie and virtuc iail t move: 
More might in 4.1 parade be ſpent, 
But nought could aud to real content. 
Left to determiuc your us 1, tare, 
Rather be happy, than be great. 


Thoſe who have ncither choice, nor will, 


If ſuch mittake, are picied ſtill. 
Ver, I. | U 
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But pity's to that maid deny d, 

By no compulſive methods try'd ; 

From numbers who's allow'd to chuſe, 
Approve uncenſur'd, or refuſe, 

But O ! while others force confines, 
Sole miſtreſs of your own deſigns, 
Miſtreſs of that important part, 

Where all ſhould firſt conſult the heart; 
If conſtancy and truth can pleaſe, 

In me, ſweet maid, o'erlook not theſe ! 
In no bold confidence of ſtyle, 

If gentle manners court your ſmile, 

O kindly pardon the attempt, 

And me from blame pronounce exempt! 
Pity a heart fincere, that would 

Fix your regard ; yet not intrude, 

That would, in your's and candour's ears, 
Expreſs its withes, hopes, and — fears ; 
To you, for friendſhip form'd and love, 
Each thought, each ientiment approve. 
'That heart, ills fated to endure, 


Wounded by you, but you can cure. 


Tart ANSWER, 


Fertuna wincit. 


Our letter I receiv'd, dear ſwain, 
But the addreſs is all in vain, 


In vain the pow'rs of verſe eſſay 
To make black white, or midnight day. 
Money has charms ; let parſons preach, 
Their lives far other doctrines teach. 
Gold you would undervalue: right; 
Little, ay ſwain, you have to light. 
His foxſhip ſcorn'd the grapes as ſour, 
Becauſe — remov'd beyond his pow'r. 
'That you have merit, is moſt true, 
Talents and virtues, not a few; 
But theſe, with perſon, youth, and health, 
Are poor equivalents for wealth. 
Beſide, you doubtleſs muſt confeſs, 
Theſe I as well as you poſleſs. 
Say then, alike accompliſh'd thus, 
*Vhat's offer'd for my overpius ? 
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Rather would I a title wed, 

Than take mere merit to my bed. 

Mere merit, in mere private life, 

Mere Love's, or Friendſhip's fmp/e ſtrife, 
May figure; but how awkward ſtill, 
And diſconcerted at — quadrille ? 
Riches alreidy I may vaunt, 

A title's only what I want. 

A title makes the vulgar gaze, 
Commands reſpect at balls and plays; 
O'erawes the bailiff, and takes place 
Where Virtue till — ſhows not her face; 
Than which, with wealth, nought we poſſeſs 
More truly good — but happineſs. 
Perhaps, when twoſcore years are paſt, 
It yuur regard fo long can laſt, 

No curonet, in all that pace, 
Ob.ain'd, no Ladyſhip, no Grace; 
Wiih a bold fawour'd {:wer's eaic, 

You may approach me — if you pleaſe, 
Meant.ne farewell, keep hope in ſtore, 


Twice tyeuty ipmugs will Icon paſ, o'er, 


PROL O G u R, 


Spoken at the Repreſentation of the Re- 
CRUITING-OFFICER, by the young Gentle- 
men of Dungannon in Ireland; the profits of 
which were appropriated to relieve the ne- 
ceſſities of the poor, during the almoſt uni- 
verſal ſcarcity of the year 1757. 


His night, untutor'd for the buſkin'd ſtage, 
Alike (alas) regarding ſkill and age, 
A comic play we offer to your view, 
Humbly ſubmitting our attempts to you. 
If they your favour and applauſe obtain, 
Your grateful debtors largely we remain ; 
If not, the good intention will enſure 
Succeſs, what our deſerts can ne'er procure, 
The gen'rous boſom, and the feeling heart, 
Will plead excuſe for each defeQtive part. 

See yonder wretches (let their cries prevail) 
The ſtarving mother with her children pale ! 
Mis fortune pictur'd in each ghaſtly look ! 
Almoſt by gracious Heav'n itſelf forſook ! 
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In each ſunk feature miſery is trac'd, 
Humanity's own image near defac'd. 

Hard penury chills ev'ry torpid heart, 

And nought but anguiſh their ſwoln ſighs impart. 
Clouds of deſpondence hang on each ſad brow, 
And big deſpair half forms the horrid vow. 
Diſtreſs ful times! — {ay, can the Muſe behold- 
The triumphs joint of hunger and of cold, 
And yet ſuppreſs the ſympathetic figh; 

Yet ſtop the tear that trickles from the eye; 
Thoſe genuine tributes on ſoft Pity's fide, 
When others more ſubſtantial are deny'd ? 
With Plenty's loaded board to feaſt the eye, 
Us'd only want and wretchedneſs to ſpy ; 


On each wan cheek to paint Health's roſeate bloom,. 


And bid each look its wonted ſ:nile aſſume ; 
Life's laſt remains of vigour to preſerve, 
Strengthen the limb, and brace anew the nerve; 
Thus ev'ry breaſt with gratitude to fire, 

And with delight the melting heart inſpire; 
Can true Ambition &er the mind diſpoſe 

To worthier deeds, to nobler acts than thoſe ? 
Such claim the higheſt honours as their due, 


Aud ſuch not vainly we expect from You, 


SE P:1-L O0-- U UE 


On the ſame Occasion. 


F ever play an epilogue deſerv'd, 

For acting which from juſtneſs never ſwerv'd, 
That now preſentel (cries ſome waggiſh elf) 
Speaks with convincing merit for itſelf ; 
Though Charity the palm of virtues wins, 

As ſhe conceals a multitude of fins. 

What native ſtrokes of genius, to ſurpriſe 

The moſt unthinking hearts, and careleſs eyes 
What eaſy attitudes! what graceful ſhapes ! 
Which ſelf-vain affectation vainly apes. 

What apt behaviour! what exact addreſs | 

As if it were not human to tranſgreſs. 

How with the comic muſe their boſoms burn'd ! 
With what juſt emphaſis their periods turn'd! 
Which ſhow'd, beyond the ſtrongeſt proofs of art, 
True eloquence is ſeated in the heart. 

Had preſent but the Bairrtsn Roscivs been, 
Their fine diſplay of talents to have ſeen, 
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He had confeſs'd, though oft in boaſts deteQed, 

He never could, indeed, like them have acted. 
From evils often of the largeſt fize 

Some accidental good we ſee ariſe. 

Thus, in the mid of fcarcity and need, 

When univerſal famine ſeem'd decreed, 

A ſet of worthies roſe to our relief, 

Diſpell'd our fears, and mollify'd our grief. 

Had plenty ftill charm'd our delighted fight, 

We had not ſeen this matchleſs play to-night. 

Ladies, your breaſts with admiration mov'd, 

Juſtly have you each actor's ſkill approv'd ; 

For only they ſo greatly could excel, 

And only you diſtivguiſh worth ſo well. 
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To the Author of DoucLas and Acrs. 
Written. in the year 1758. 


Ail, tragic bard ! ſtill while eſteem remain: 

I 1 For nature painted in the pureſt ſtrains ; 
While ſenti nents expreſs'd with native eaſe, 
And elegant ſimplicity can pleaſe ; 
While poeſy and taſte maintain their cauſe, 
DoveL as ſhall live the ſubje& of applauſe. 

How Ac1s ſhines, drawn by thy faithful pen, 
The greateſt, wiſeſt, and the beſt of men! 
When ſacred Freedom fires his glowing breaſt, 
Each leſs exalted gen'rous aim ſuppreſt; 
How does he riſe, deſerted and alone, 
Superiour to the grandeur of a throne, 
Unſooth'd by Pleaſure's faſcinating voice, 
The coward's boaſt, the flave's ignoble choice 
Proud Cz5ax, ſeated in triumphal car, 
Amid the trophies and the ipoils of war, 
White adoration crouds almoſt beſtow, 
Exhibits to mankind a meaner ſhow, 
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Bairalx, awake; a finiſh'd picture ſee, 
Drawn by the Muſe's happieſt art, for thee ; 
Not merely to amuſe, but to inſpire 
With virtuous zeal, and patriotic fire. 
To rouſe from ſloth thy once heroic race, 
Sloth, ſtill the harbinger of quick diſgrace ; 
Rouſe them, at Glory's oft-repeated call, 
To live like heroes, or like heroes fall. 
Bair Aix !— too much reſembling SyanTa's ſtate, 
When few had the ambition to be great; 
When luxury, intemperance, and eaſe, 
Had only the ſucceſsful power to pleaſe ; 
When Party and Corruption, with deep ſtealth, 
Plann'd baſely to o'erturn the Commonwealth. 
May ſuch Plays only grace the BIT Is E flage, 
As tend to better and improve the age ; 
Tend, by each manly, noble, lib'ral art, 
To fire the genius, and enlarge the heart; 
Which heroes, and which patriots may admire, 
Virtue approve, and Liberty inſpire. 

Now CALtvox1a lifts her aged head, 
Long buricd with the literary dead, 
And, from the lumber of a hundred years, 
Upon the top of Heiicon appears. e 
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She comes, to greet you her pecoliar ſon, 
To hail your race of glory now begun, 
Such glory as PaANASSL˙gx laurcls claim, 
Beyond the honours of a titled name. 

Long ScoTta's ſons we:e famous in the field, 
For might and proweſs that could never yield, 
Immortal trophics long adorn'd her land, 

Nobly achiev'd by Yalour's ſtouteſt hand. 
Through diſtant nations ſpread her martial name, 
And ScoT1a and renown were ſtill the ſame. 
Scarce did her children leave the dandling knee, 
By Nature warlike, as by Nature tree, 

Wuen ev'ry little hand eſſay'd to wield 

The ſpear, or train the courier for the field ; 
Aron to lead forth armies on the foe, 

Conqueſt and death attending ev'ry blow. 

No muſic could tranſport them but alarms, 

No exerciſe was popular but arms. 

The wretch that liv'd in indolence and eaſe, 
From dangers could affright, and ſoftneſs pleaſe ; 
Was fain to deſerts from mankind to fly, 

In ſenſeleſs glooms to ſhun the public eye. 


But though for warriours, vet'ran warriours, fam'd, 
Few fayourites there the gentle Muſes claim'd ; 
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Save the reſtorer of the claſſic phraſe, 

Whoſe eulogy has half exhauſted praiſe +. 

Save JoansToN, not ungratefully here paſt, 

Nor Tuousox, whoſe freſh laurels ever laſt. 

Nor virtuous BuackLock, though depriv'd of fight, 
And ſhrouded in the rayleſs gloom of night, 

To whoſe foul Reaſon ſhines with pureſt rays, 

And mental Beauty's ev'ry charm diſplays. 

Bux now her name, wide as her conqueſts flew, 
Shall boundleſs ſpread, ſpread by the Muſe and You. 


® BucxkaNnAN, 
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Errare per lucos, amænæ 


NQuos et aque ſubeunt, et auræ. Hor. 


His ſylvan Seat, which lofty trees ſurround, 
Stands on the ſummit of a riſing ground, 

Whence all the varied landſcape is ſurvey'd, 
In Nature's richeſt drapery array'd. 
Hard by, two ſloping ſiſter hills aſcend, 
Whoſe ample ſides from the rude ſtorm defend; 
Along whoſe lantings Plenty's ever ſeen, 
In yellow liv'ry rob'd, or em'rald green, 
Feeding on ſummer's fragrant bloom at large, 
Here the blythe ſhepherd tends his fleecy charge ; 
Pores on the ballad, from ambition free, 
Or cheats the lengthen'd hours in harmleſs glee ; 
Breathes, from the ſimple flagellet's ſoft throat, 
The ſprightly air, or tender plaintive note; 
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His little dog aſleep, or bark ing round 
At ſome ſtray ſhecp, or unaccuſtom'd ſound. 
Before the door, in apt arrangement plac'd, 
With all the trueſt elegance of taſte, 
Of ev'ry odour, each reſplendent dye, 
Beds of ſelected flow'rs green-border'd lie: 
Where the jonquil, a emone, and roſe, 
Their filken boſoms to the ſun diſcloſe ; 
Tulips, in robes of gaudy crimſon bright, 
And lilies conſcious of their ſnowy white; 
Panſies, diverſify'd wich various hues, 
And hyacinths bedropt with filver dews ; 
Pinks and carnations, delicately gay, 
Fluſh'd with the virgin ſmiles that gild the day; 
Ranunculus, in radiant ſcarlet clad, 
And fair Narciſſus, hung his love-fick head: 
A ſplendid, num'rous, variegated tribe, 
Which ſcarce the Floriſt can himſelf deſcribe; 
All that perfumes the zephyr's lenient wing, 
Or bluſhes en the verdant lap of Spring, 
From this, with more of elegance than ſlate, 
Through the kind entrance of a portal'd gate, 
A flight of poliſh'd Reps leads, by degrees, 
To a long range of venerable trees, 
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Where oaks, and elms, and aſhes, ſeem to vie 

In fond ambition to approach the ſky ; 

Forming a kindly utabrage, co allure 

Spring's warblers, from fell truant's graſp ſecure, 

| Below, a river's Iimpid currents glide, 

Bounded by moſſy banks on either ſide; 

Now, like a liquid pavement, ſmooth and ſtill, 

When not a pebble forms the gurgling rill; 

No murmur rolls its burden on the wind, 

To ſoothe the heavy heart, the anxious mind; 

Impetuous now, full-charg'd, abrupt and hoarſe, 

From the cleft rocky ſtcep, with headlong force, 

While deep-ſhook caverns ſwell the mighty roar, 

In broken whirls it ſweeps, and thunders o'er, 
Here lies a ſpacious garden, richly ſtor'd 

Wich all that Art or Nature cau afford 


Of roots, and herbs, to grace the healthful diſh, 

Vhat Want requires, what Temperance can wiſh. 

Diffuſive there, and bending with their load, 

(Rich fruitage by Autumnal ſens beſtox'd) 

Variety of tices connect their ſhade, 

Till all one arch'd capacious covert made: 

Some that ſupport the apple's juicy race, 

On whoſe ripe cheeks the virgin's bluſh we trace ; 
X 2 
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Others with mellow pears luxuriant hung, 
That melt in pulpy fatneſs on the tongue ; 
While numbers boaſt the damſon and the peach, 
Soft to the touch, and dropping to the reach. 
Hail wholeſome viands ! hail ambroſial food! 
What can the reyal cook preſent fo good, 
Though foreign climes their coſtly meats afford, 
To ſpread with luxury the monarch's board ; 
Though wines high-flavour'd ſparkle in his cup, 
As if mere wines could keep the ſpirits up ? 
Theſe are the baneful ſources of diſeaſe, 
And Siren-like, but to deftroy us, pleaſe ; 
But thoſe, which fed the ancient Patriarch ſage, 
Protract life to a happy good old age. 

Here, when the ſongſters, from each penfile ſpra y, 
Sing the laſt exit of departing day; 
Or when bright Morn looks round wich radiant eyes, 
To chaſe Night's length'ned ſhadows from the ſkies ; 
Oft does the Muſe from noiſy ſcenes retire, 
Waſted on Cor.templetion's wing of fire; 
Wander unnumber'd pleaſing objects o'er, 
Till Obſervation can ſupply no more. 
From earth to heav'a oft elevates her view, 
Still in che keen purſuit of ſometbing new, 


To yonder ſun's meridian bow'r aſcends, 
Whe-nce through Creation's confines life extends; 
Now to the ſilver majeſty of night, 

Diffuſing round the ſofter ſtreams of light; 

Now to the circlet of each lucid ſtar, 

Whoſe ſplendours reach unmeaſurably far: 
Amaz'd that globes, in ſyſtems cluſ'ring ſtrung, 
Globes, pendulous in fluid zther hung, 

Globes, of enormous weight, and heat, and ſize, 
Should each maintain its Ration in the ſkies ; 

Nor ſweep eccentric, from its orbits hurl'd, 
Through the vaſt void, and conflagrate a world! 
Grand proof of Pow'r Almighty, that reſtrains 
Thoſe pond'rous maſſes by magnetic chains, 
Obnoxious elſe, each moment of the day, 
To anarchy, to uproar, and decay. 

Sometimes, the flow'rs bedropt with pearls of dew, 
The tears of Nature, at light's laſt adieu; 
Sometimes the rich enamel of the fields, 

Where all of ſweet and fair kind Nature yields; 
Sometimes the fruit dependent from the trees, 
Loading with ſweets the intermingled breeze ; 
Sometimes, the ſmiling azure of the ſky, 
Streak'd o'er with fleecy gold, attraQts her eye. 
X 3 
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Now the mild whiſpers of the dying breeze, 
Breathing faint ſighs through ſympathetic trees; 
Martlets in ceaſeleſs flight, and clamour loud, 
Winging the liquid ſky, a feather'd cloud; 
The bleat of ſheep, ſome folded, ſtraggling ſome, 
Or hornet, wheeling round with drouſy hum; 
Now the ſoft warblings of the vocal tribe, 
As they their little feather'd loves deſcribe ; 
Doom'd no keen anguiſh from remorſe to bear, 
Courts the attention of her ravidh'd ear. 
Say, ye immur'd in towns, what can compare 
With flow'ry verdure and the open air ? 
What ſtrains of labour'd muſic can ſurpriſe 
The captive ſenſe, and mount us to the ſkies, 
Like that which hails Auror a's gladſome ray, 
Or mcurns the abſence of the god of day ? 
Erewhile, not Hanvper's more than mortal art 
To move the nobleſt feelings of the heart; 
Though every paſſion, each ſublime deſire 
Wak'd, as his fingers ſwept the living lyre, 
Could imitate the ear-inchanting lays, 
That from the ſhade ſwell the Creator's praiſe. 
To catch Health floating on the zephyr's wings, 
Or guſhing from the rock's pellucid ſprings ; 
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Diſtilling odours from the flow'ry bed, 

Or ſmiling mead, with new-mown hay o'erſpread ; 

With active vigour bracing the ſtrong limb, 

While with the ftream's tranſlucent tide we ſwim ; 

Mount the ſwift ſteed, and ſcour the tainted ground, 

While the loud horn wakes ev'ry echo round ; 

Shoot the fleet arrow from the trembling ſtring, 

Or joyous grace the feſtive rural ring: 

Kings might for zhe/e their drawing-rooms forego, 

And prove their greatneſs by contempt of ſhow. 

This world is nothing, if to us unkind 

In health of body, and in peace of mind. 

Without them monarchs ſeem with want oppreſt, 

Ruſtics, with them, of more than crowns poſſe. 
Would Heav'n but grant me my ſupreme deſire, 

That tate I wiſh, that manſion I admire ; 

Not with proud courts would ] affect to mix, 

Pnt here at once my hopes and dwelling fix, 

Here, with a choſen ſet of worthy friends, 

Whom harmony of tempers recommends, 

Union of ſouls and ſympathy of hearts, 

Which years but rivet, and but death diſparts ; 

Prefer ſimplicity to ſplendid eaſe, 

My ſole ambition to be pleas'd, and pleaſe, 
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Here, when life's dying lamp was gradual ſpent, 
No murmur heard of fretful diſcontent, 

Approving Conſcience my alone ſolace, 

Smoothing to ſmiles Pain's agonizing face ; 

Heave the laſt draught that feeds my fainting breath, 
Welcome my lateft pang, and triumph over death. 
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On the Ruins of an old ELM. 


— Arberes loquantur, non tantum fere, PHIED, 


Ail! ag'd remains of what thou once haſt been, 
When, mantled o'er with vernal foliage green, 
For ſtature thy fair form unrival'd ſtood, 
The landſcape's pride, and monarch of the wood. 
O did a ſpark of Porz's unequall'd fire 
The elegiac numbers but inſpire, 
From thy bare ſtump the laurel ſhould ariſe, 
And thou once more affect ſublime the ſkies ! 
What revolutions, in life's ſtrange affairs, 
In ſtations, places, fortunes, ſtudies, carcs, 
Haſt thou beheld, ſiuce firſt thy infant root 
Did deep in earth its tender fibrils ſhoot ! 
To portray all, whate'er the well-earn'd praiſe, 


In pointed numbers, and in faithful lays, 
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Would occupy the fam'd Horatian quill, 
Vet (ſtrange) the catalogue imperfect ſtill; 
Or his, at once his ſubject and his claim, 
Who ſung the general paſſion, le ve cf fame. 
Yet ſhall the muſe, content with aiming well, 
Attempt a theme where others may excell. 
Say, fince thy birth, what undertakings plann'd, 
V hat armies rais'd — a rumour to withitand, 
In ſeas of their own blood what millions drown'd, 


What battles fought — about an inch of ground. 
What furies veil'd in /acerdotal gown, 

Sent from below to turn worlds upfide-down, 
What arts a ſtain on merit to affix, 

What vi/lzins wafted in a coach and ſix, 
Taouſands of Virtue's ſons obſcurely born, 
Haply, the humbleſt ſtations to adorn. 

What midnight lamps conſum'd — a day to fix, 
What learning ſpent — that three and three make fix, 
What ſpleen — our merit ſaffers by compare. 
What noble goodly firuftures — built in air, 

To hide us — from ourſelves, what treble bars, 
What marks of honour — in love's glorious wars, 
What tours to diſtant regions — in the brain, 


What conteſts to ſupport — a harlot's train. 
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What engines rear'd — a rocket to expel, 

What kingly favour ſhown — for pimping well. 
What godlike acts of bounty — to be ſeen. 
Vhat grand contrivances — a knave to ſcreen, 
What pomp of language — to deſcribe a dance, 
What great reſolves — in faſhion to advance. 
What factions form'd — to diſcompoſe a ſage, 
What laws to mend — the gaming of the age. 
What gen'rous friendſhip — to ourſelves avow'd. 
What dignity of look — his Lordſhip bow'd. 
What fortunes mortgag'd — that a horſe may run. 
What ſtriking talents — to compoſe a pun. 

What dreadful terrours — for a midge's ſling. 
What ſums expended — on an inſeQ's wing. 
What loud laments — a monkey to bewail, 

What grief — for trampling on a lap-dog's tail. 
What freedoms us'd by each fierce ſon of thunder, 
Re/olv'd — his ſword and ſheath ſhall never ſunder. 
With what audacious haughty front he ſtruts, 
Like yonder bull againit ſome tree that butts ! 
By method valiant, and by picce- meal brave, 
How much unlike himſelf would he behave ! 

To CLovia, fre how quick revers'd his plan, 
For CLonia, like a hero, kill'd his man! 
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Not ſo mild Nx o, he ne'er his rapier gor'd, 

And hence is threaten'd by each poltroon's ſword. 

But let the muſe to other objects turn, 

With indignation and with anger burn, 

While ſhe but narrates, in impartial rhyme, 

What paſs'd when mankind ſaw thee in thy prime, 
To ſettle faith what ſanguine crouds in arms. 

What ſet devotions paid — to Circe's charms, 

What recollection — at a tart reply. 

What manly boldneſs — to maintain a lie. 

What high debates—to fix a ſtallions price, 

What ſtrength of reaſoning — to defend a vice. 

What ſtrong foretaſtes of Heav'n, what perfect bliſs, 

What chaſte enjoyments—in a ſtrumpet's kiſs, 

What looks of dark deſign, not to diſcloſe 

A mighty ſecret — which all maukind knows. 

What cordial ſhakes, with many a gen'rous vaunt, 

What promiſes — to thoſe who nothing want. 

What looks of honeſt meaning — to beguile, 

W hat years attendance to obtain — a ſmile. 

What learn'd advice — a freckled brow to cure, 

What Chriſtian calm — a pimple to endure. 

What pious multitudes to church repair, 

To take their godly nap, or ſee the Fair. 
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How ev'ry night long Sa co's fam'ly pray, 
For he defrauds his cuſtomers all day. 
Vano how like a ſaint, none really more, 
Juſt now the doctor gave poor V ano o'er. 
How CasTo's voice in talking ſeldom ſinks, 
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For the beſt reaſon, Cas ro never thinks. 

How furious Maxcia, ſtamping on the floor, 

Poor Gos o (black crime) forgot to ſhut the door. 

What obloquy — Aux zA ſeeks the ſhade. 

What cruel jeſts — Au Ax DA's roſes fade. 

What endleſs fighs — not that Asyas1a's ill, 

But O ! the doQor — kept her from quadrille. 

What joyful looks (apart) what triumphs vaſt, 

Juſt now ALtmira's huſband — breath'd his laſl. 

How wedlock women — of fourteen adore. 

How ſelf-deny'd to marriage — full threeſcore. 

How meek FasT1D1a gen'rouſly would wed, 

Could ſhe but take a coronet to bed ; 

While CHLoe ventures on a man downright, | 

For O — ! he danc'd moſt charmingly laſt night. 

How many maids to marry ſtill delay, 

Becauſe (alas) no huſband comes their way ; 

Becauſe (at the mere thought Compaſſion ſtarts) 

If wed, whole ſcores would die of broken hearts ! 
Vor. I. Y 
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But who can travel through the maze of life, 
Its little conteſts, buſtlings, cares, and ſtrife, 
Hopes, wiſhes, fears, in quick rotation ſeen 
Thy vernal bloom and thy decline between ? 
Sooner the eye may Spring's caſt bloſſoms count, 
Or leaves in Autumn's whirling blaſts that mount. 
But now alas ! thy glory is no more, 

Thy glory wont each ſeaſon to reſtore. 

How emblematic of man's common doom, 

Man, ſo conceited of his nodding plume ; 

Like thee, to ſee a few ſhort ſummers glide, 

Then be diſrob'd of all his gorgeous pride; 

Small ſpace between, howe'er his proſpects tow'r, 
His rites funereal and his natal hour ! 

Shall mortals then on length of years depend, 

And ſtretch out life almoſt without an end ; 

To fortune, ſtrength, to youth, or beauty truſt, 
To reſcue, or detain, them from the duſt ; 

When Elms themſelves, with all their proud diſplay 
Of branchy verdure, wither and decay ? 

Elms, that can brave the Winter's northern blaſt, 
But by Time's ſtronger hand ſubdu'd at Jaſt, 
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AY, Axtns1D?, by the chaſte Muſe inſpir'd, 
And firſt among Fame's claſſic fons admir'd ; 
Say, why the lyre ſo backward to reſume, 
Unaw'd by ev'ry meaner poet's doom ; 
When glory courts your patnotic lays, 
BovrBox's ſubmiſſion, and BriTaxx14's praiſe, 
Say, would your fancy ſoar, your boſom burn ? 
To Ocean's empreſs, wreath'd with laurel, turn; 
ALB1ox the fair | victorious o'er her foes, 
Whoſe ſmile now univerſal peace beſtows, 
if any ſparks, ſtruck from celeſtial fire, 
Your kindling Muſe to raviſhment inſpire, 
(And that there are, is echo'd back by fame) 
Each great exploit will mount them up to flame, 
The true-born ſons of Genius we behold 
Turn all beneath their magic touch to gold; 
With them, whate'er the arduous taſk decreed, 
Nut barely to attempt, is to ſucceed. 
F--£ 
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'The ſun but glimmers, while a cloud confines, 

Light forms in priſms, and yonder rainbow ſhines. 

Save then, from ſordid ſcribblers of the age, 

Who blot with worſe than ink the ſacred page; 

Who with no genius, and with ears as bad, 

AﬀeR to run poetically mad; | 

Drawl out their expletives to form a rhyme, 

The couplet good, if but the laſt words chyme : 

Or, if they ſcorn the fetters Dx vox choſe, 

Range through a chaos wild of blank-verſe-proſe, 

From ſuch unworthy candidates for fame, 

Whom Pity's ſelf can ſcarce as objects claim; 

Like Mercy, all beneficent to ſave, 

O! ſnatch BriTaxnia's Heroes — from the grave. 

For ſhall exploits, that aſk no meaner pen, 

Than who ſung inſpir'd of arms and men; 

Shall zhey be murder'd by that wretch's quill, 

Who breaks Heaven's great command, Thou 
« ſhalt not kill ?” 

Exploits, the Jvlian zra that renew, 

Worthy of WoLrs, who fell, but conquer'd too! 

Sha!l the proud ſons of battle, Ar.B10x's ſons, 


In whoſe high ve:ns the blood of herocs runs; 


To Ma WOTY. 257 


Shall they, whoſe thunders on fam'd Mix pe x roar'd, 
Fall by the hand of Dulneſs undeplor'd ! 

Forbid it, Gratitude — that loudly claims 

Trophies of praiſe to their heroic names! 

Forbid it, Freedom — while immortal fame 
Through ages ſpreads ty poet's honour'd name! 
Forbid it, Axen51DEt — while ErwarDps ſtand, 
Till vo, unrivall'd glories of our land; 

While you Imagination's pow'rs inſpire 

With PLaTo's feeling, and with Pixpar's fire! 


naaa 
To MR WO TF 


On his publiſhing the PoETICAL CALEN DAR. 


Hat numbers with unhallow'd hands delight: 


To nip the bud of Genius ere full-blown ! 
Or to repreſs, with little ſordid ſpite, 
Fancy's ſtrong pinion that ſublime had flown ' 


Far gentler the rude flaſh of lightning paſt, 
That ſtruck the eagle from his tow'ring wing! 
Leſs cruel riots Winter's rufſian blaſt 
On the ſoft virgin boſom of the Spring ! 
- 


258 To M WOTY, 


But ſatire ne'er ſhall our chaſte page defile, 
Let their juſt fate ſuffice — to die forgot — 
Now let the frown be ſoſten'd to a ſmile, 


Worth claims applauſe, though ſhe ſolicits not. 


Late did the hand of Elegance ſelect 


Each flon'r o'er AL Bio ſcatter'd by the Muſe; 
And hence in Ar rie taſte a noſegay deckt, 


Whoſe beauty time revolving but renews “. 


So, from the pathleſs ſolitary waſte, 
The gay paiterre oft borrows half its pride; 
See! yonder terrace with thoſe ſnow-drops grac'd , 


That rudely once adorn'd the landſcape wade. 


To You a bke return of praiſe belongs, 
That now the Muſes grace our native land ; 

Ye friend: of bards, and guardians of their ſongs, 
By no mean breath the fire poetic fann'd, 


Theſe Volumes as fair monuments ſhall laft, 
„What gems had lain regleRed in the mine, 
„ ad you not here the precious ſtore amaſs'd, 
« To ch.rm by union, and by contraſt ſhine.” 


* Alluding io Mr Dops x y's very elegaat collection of Poems, 
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ON HARMONY. 


Dulci laborem decigitur ſono. Hos 


ImSCRIBED TO 


Mx RoBeRT STEVENSON, 


Ccept theſe lines, my brother, and my rien, 
If kindly you approve, not vainly penn'd, 

Yet all the ſtrongeſt colourings are faint, 
To one who feel; beyond what words can paint. 
Muſic has charms peculiar to a man 
Whoſe life is form'd on Harmony's own plan; 
Whoſe actions, and their motives, ever run 
With Virtue's laws in happy uniſon. 
Still perſevere — then ſhall the numbers be 
From ev'ry charge of partial friendſhip free, 
But wherefore partial, ſince it is confeſt, 
They worth moſt juſtly praiſe, who know it beſt ? 
Him to commend not, for pure morals fam'd, 


Is an expreſs affront at Virtue aim'd, 


2560 Ox HA R MON v. 


Beſides, praiſe to ingenuous minds, creates 

What, by aſſumption, it already rates; 

As the ſame ſun- beam, that adorns the flow'r, 

Matures its lenient ſweets and healing pow'r, 
Hail, Harmony ! hail, native of the ſkies, 

Where thou art wont before the throne to riſe, 

On golden harp, with angels all on flame, 

To celebrate the dread Eternal Name! 

Seraphic charmer, hail ! to man ſent down 

To ſoften into ſmiles Misfortune's frown : 

Sent down the joys of Epen to reſtore, 

His pledge of higher, when life's drama's o'er ; 

When, from the droſs of elements refn'd, 

He lives all pure and unembodied mind ; 

With ſpirits lives, whole vaſt durations run 

Thro' ages never ended, ſtill begun. 

Spirits, liçe him, once in probation tried, 

To matter, though in different mode, allied; 

In higher ranks, by no fr fain diſgrac'd, 

Of intuition, thought, and reaſon plac'd. 


There, heav'n- taught art! in Glory's native clime, 


Thy touches of the tender, and ſublime, 
The ſxeet, the grand, the melting, and the ſoft, 


That languiſh, or majeltic ſwell aloft, 


Ox HARMONY, 261 


With uncreated energy of ſound, 

Shall make infinitude of ſpace rebound ; 

Rouſe to high flame Devotion's hallow'd fires, 

A flame, heart-kindled flame, that ne'er expires ; 
Which to an angel the mere mortal turns, 

And only in celeſtial boſoms burns. 

Hail! living type of man deſign'd to be, 

When all his various active pow'rs agree; 
Or, join'd with diſcord, aptly to define 
His complex nature, earthly and divine: 
Diſcord his emblem, when his paſſions jar, 

And rage tumultuous in eternal war ! 

Each paſſion acts obſequious to thy pow'r, 
Riſes or falls, in the ſame confcious hour; 
While human ſkill, in impotent eſſays, 
Would labour that to calm, or this to raiſe. 
Vengeance fits brooding o'er the darken'd face, 

In ſullen gloom eclips'd each ſocial grace; 
Or, ſhrinking from the raſh vindictive vow, 
Smiles ſweet Forgiveneſs with an angel's brow. 
Anger within indomitable ſtorms, 
And all the ruffled countenance deforms ; 
Or Meekneſs, mov'd not by the harſh reply, 
Softens each beam that vibrates from the ey2. 


202 On HARMONY. 


When all the charms of oratory fail 
To rouſe the ſoul, thy pathos can prevail. 
Let Cicero his wordy thunder wield, 
If OarunEus plays, the Roman boaſt muſt yield. 
That vigour to a ſenate-houſe might give, 
This made cv'n things inanimate to live. 
When Reaſon, on her dictatorial throne, 
Argues and pleads, with undecifive tone ; 
Thy rhetoric of ſound, beyond her aid, 
Thy lyre-breath'd ftrains of language can perfuade, 
Oh! at that criſis of alarming fate, 
Juſt to commence a new eternal ſtate ;' 
When, like a broken reed, or trembling aſp, 
All human comfort finks beneath my graſp ; 
When friends, ſufFus'd in ſorrow and deſpair, 
Expreſs their anguiſh, but no hopes declare, 
With downcaſt looks, and ſighs-returning breath, 
Adding a dread ſolemnity to death: | 
Oh! by Religion made a welcome gueſt, 
Thy habitation, ſeraph, be my breaſt, | 
To ſoothe the ſpirit, ſoon its flight to wing, 


And to each thought celeſtial requiems fing ! 
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To Miss T— u T—TT—R, 
Appearing often at her Window with her 
HAr on. | 


Fe bleened AN EP 18 TL. E. 


<< VE 7H r M N Ts e, 2 
/ 


AY, j 
Why ſtill your KiTTyY Fisnxn on, 


y. ne'er in vapours gone, 


How'er unneceſſary made, 

By the warm room's protecting ſhade ? 
Do you this ſtratagem practiſe, 

Leſt we be dazzled with your eves ? 
The kind intent we grateful own, 
And thank the umbrage o'er them thrown. 
But, though we venture not to gaze 
At yonder ſun in noon-tide blaze, 

We wiſh no intervening cloud 

The radiance of his orb to ſhroud. 
Perhaps, as ſpecks obſcure the gem, 
Some languor rudely ſeizes them. 

On me O let your ſuffrage fall! 

O me your ſpecial door call! 

Art, haply, may relief aftord, 

Each eye's ſoft lambent fires reſtor d. 


264 Miſs G—-TT to the Auron. 


How bleſs'd, how envied would I be, 

Were thoſe fine orbs renew'd by me, 
Though the bright ray, when back it came, 
Might kindle all my ſoul to flame ! 

Me would ycu then your patient ſee, 

And you, in turn, phyſician be ; 

No fee from either party due, 

You might cure me, for curing you. 

But ah ! the heart, when ills ſurpriſe, 

Is cur'd leſs eaſy than the eyes! 


OOO OOO DO OOO OD OGOG OC 


Miſs G—TT to the Au THOR; 


With a Pocket- book ſhe had renewed. 


O, little book, renew'd by me, 
And to thy maſter tel], 
That, for my pains beſtow'd on thee, 
] hope he'll uſe thee well. 


This further I would have thee ſay, 
Though he may merit leſs ; 

] as his friend will ever pray, 
And wiſh him all ſucceſs, 


A QUESTION. 265 


His ANS W ER, 


ES, little book, by her renew'd, 
Thou ſhalt be treated well ; 
O! wert thou but with ſpcech endu'd, 
And could the Charmer tell, 


That I accept her as my friend, 
With fond intent to prove, 


Friendſhip with women, in the end 
Is ſiſter but to love. if! 


| \ 

PPSHPVESE VESSEL IL N 
A QU-E;$ T1 ON: '\ 
Sacred to the learned body of Quacks. 1 


Octors, except juſt now and then, 
Secm longer-liv'd than other men, 
Though largely they, like all, great finners, 
Indulge at ſuppcrs, and at dinners, 
And, from re lraints like others freed, 
In the xon-naturals exceed. 
Vor. I. Z 


266 A QUESTION, S.. 


Give then, philoſophers, the reaſon, 
Why them thus Death delays to ſeize on. 
Death ſpares the doctor, grave and prim, 
For his great uſefulneſs to him. 

For one he thus in kindneſs leaves, 

A thouſand yearly he receives. 

But when Diſeaſe, though oft he mock'd her, 
Him uſeleſs makes, death cures the doctor. 
Alternate thus, the fee once ſure, 

Death and the doctor kill and cure. 

Hail! living monitors and ſage, 

To a vain, frolic, vitious age ! 

With taling manner to behave, 

You to yourſelves aſſume the Grave — 
Hail worthies of the Coan tribe ! 

What pen your triumphs can deſcribe, 
Your triumphs vaſt, when illneſs ſeizes, 
O'er purſes, patients, and — diſeaſes ! 
Nor angry at a brother be, 

Heav'n mortal foes deſign'd tbe/e three ; 
Who mutual work each other's fall, 

You wiſely then deſtroy them all ; 

For thus, howe'er the ſquabble roſe, 
They ceaſe for ever to be foes, 


_— 


755 


To DANIEL N-—, Es 


Ell me, juſt from the doQor's hands, 
Secure from his and death's demands 
Say, Dax IEL from the lion's den, 
Can doRors e'er be honeſt men, 
Who, praying for their daily bread, 
- Wiſh men difeas'd, though better dead? 
Yes, doctors honeſt you may call, 
For doctors ſeldom pray at all. 


.... ˙ — x IR BORO 


TNA GIT ZEATTO N. 


OW proud this rule adorns each ſhelf, 
To hearts unknown, man, “ know thyſelf ;" 
For thus, ſelf knowledge and ſelf-love 
Not friends, but foes, commutual prove ! 
Who then this precept can practiſe ? 


To know one's ſelf, is to deſpiſe, 
2 2 


IXIXININ INN INILIN NIN ON AC ANI tn ot 

XNNNN NMX NNNNNN NAR 

On a Fon EIN ER's loſing a conſider- 
able Sum of Money at a Gaming- 
table with a Sharper, 


Ail, fam'd BxiTannia ! hoſpitable land! 
Juſtly by Nature deſtin'd to command, 
Not merely kingdoms (theſe are trivial parts 
Of thy immenſe domain) bat human hearts : 
Thy ſon my boundleſs thanks ſhall ever win, 


I] was a ſtranger, and he took me in. 
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O 's CuRE. 
Written in the year 1764. 


EE C crawl the viper of the times, 
And dart his poiſon through ten thouſand rhymes; 

Foaming with more than canine fury fwell, 

Aud grin in numbers like a fiend from hell, 

The more enlighten'd and improv'd the age, 

The more our envy-tortur'd bard will rage. 

But 1:: the blackeſt guilt our times deform, 

ceaſe to ſtorm ; 


Then sul the mighty C 
With real vices be our iſles o'ergrown, 


Then will his ſpleen abate, and then alone. 


On MARRIAGE. 269 


But, may he rather with black venom burſt, 
Than thus diſgrac'd our nation and accurſt ; 
In vortices cf rhyming madneſs toſt, 


Rather than filent at BariTaxnia's coſt. 


4+ bdbbtb ttt ttt 
ON MARRIAGE. 


Felices ter, et amplius 
Quos irrupta tenet copula ——— Hos, 


Arriage is good, mankind agree; 
One fleſh let male and female be. 
One in the grand reſolve of life, 
Eternal hate, and mutual ſtrife. 
One form'd exactly for another, 
To haraſs and torment each other. 
But better thus their ſpleen to vent, 
And groſs abuſe, till all is ſpent, 
Than, haply, diſengag'd from ome, 
The public peſts abroad to roam. 


4249444844474. 
On the Same. 


HE man whom Wedlock renders ſib 


To woman, thus regains his ub, 
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Add nought to nought (what fo prolific breeds?) 


270 Onan AUTHOR, Er. 


Which erewhile from his ſide was flole, 
To envelope the female ſoul : 
But O! what thouſands, luckleſs born, 
Will for a 746 receive a thorn / 


INN N NK NN 


On an AuTnror who pleaded Poverty as 
an excuſe for Printing. 


RiTo is miſerably poor—what then? 
So often are the worthieſt of men. 

But what his want of fortune ne'er could do, 
He prints to-prove his want of genius too. 
As if (on man's unfeeling heart ſevere) 
One ſingle evil could not claim his tear. 
That want is piteous, but admits a care, 
This ſtill unremedied he muſt endure. 
Alas! alas! if the trite maxim's right, 
Two blacks can never, never make a white. 
For once, two negatives forget their uſe, 
Nor can one kind affirmative produce. 


And the whole ſum of — nothing ſtraight ſucceeds. 


To A CLERGYMAN 


Too fond of appearing in PRxIxr. 


Rite on, your trade is, all agree, 
Argumentorum vi probare, 
Eve ate of the forbidden tree, 
Et quod humanum eft errare. 


Practice and Theory ne'er ſhould part. 
Example teaches mankind more, 
Fixes the judgment, gains the heart, 
Than Precept, hackney'd o'er and oer. 
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